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PREFACE 


We are nowadays witnessing a strange situation: there is on the 
one hand an enormous growth of scientific knowledge, with its 
consequent rejection of established religious belief and practice; on 
the other, there is an upsurge of revivalism and fundamentalism 
harking back to traditional mores and taboos. 

Under such circumstances, the well-authenticated story of a simple 
man of God, devoted to his daily routine of manual work, Bani on 
his lips and deep concern for the welfare of the followers in his 
heart, comes as a fresh breeze bringing with it, hope and cheer and 
abiding faith. 

Mr. Butani has done a splendid job of telling this story in a 
clear yet effective style, bringing Baba Hariram, a saint of Sind, to 
live and move among us once again. 

He has dealt with all the aspects of his life, but above all, sought 
to make the point that “‘spiritual exhibitionism was in fact foreign to 
his nature: the real fact was that he was terribly human”’. (p. 15) 

However there can be no denying the fact that to the followers, 
it was the exercise of esoteric powers for the solution of their mundane 
problems and the alleviation of their physical and mental anguish 
which remained the most significant thing about him. 

Mr. Butani has very adroitly skirted the issue by remarking that 
“the esoteric and the supernatural were part of the game in the 
natural flow of Baba’s life.” While I fully agree with this approach, 
I also feel that it is all the more necessary to investigate this pheno- 
menon more deeply; after all not only was it all-important to those 
for whom it worked, but also certainly has intrinsic value for 
understanding the life of the spirit. 


There are yet a number of persons now living who could be 
approached to give a more accurate account of it. It would be, for 
example, worthwhile to find out the negative instances, as the logi- 
cian calls them, of the exercise of this power. Witness also the 
difference between the way his sister’s abscess was treated; by the 
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wave of the stick (p. 16) and the operation which Mithu Wadhwani 
had to go through for his carbuncle, even though consoled by Baba’s 
presence or vision, which incidentally, others accompanying the 
mother did not see (p. 61). 

Similarly, I have heard that some disciples did not have their 
appeals, e.g., for a male child, granted, and got only an enigmatic 
smile in response, or the statement: ‘‘Karamat kahir jo ghar ahay.”’ 

As one who has also found acceptance of disembodied spirits 
very difficult, I would have liked a more matter of fact approach to 
them. The belief in ghosts, witches and possession by spirits has 
been widespread throughout the world, but is now explained more 
scientifically and cases treated by psychotherapy. Baba’s techni- 
ques were in fact similar and need not be shrouded in mystery. 

Instances of prescience, telepathy and sudden physical appear- 
ances and disappearances stand ona different footing and deserve 
careful study but here again I suspect we could apply Occam’s 
razor to great advantage. 

Mr. Butani deserves the thanks of not only those who are Baba’s 
followers but of all others who are serious-minded and see the uni- 
verse not merely as an evolution from a ‘“‘primitive fireball’’ explod- 
ing with a Big Bang, according to purely physical laws, but rather 
as a grand unfoldment of a Divine plan in which vast uninhabited 
aggregates of particles and pulsars and quasars and ‘black holes’ 
fit into some kind of an over-all scheme. 

Personally, it has confirmed in me once more an attitude of awe 
and enjoyment to this grand spectacle, with its variety and vastness, 
its complexity and colourfulness; and I bow my head to Babaji and 
also express my gratitude to friends who have afforded me this 


opportunity. 

A. K. JIANDANI 
32, ‘Lovely Home? Formerly, Vice Dean 
9 Cuffe Parade Jai Hind College 


Bombay- 400005 Bombay 


FROM THE EDITOR’S PEN 


Hari Jivan Sahitya have great pleasure in bringing forward their 
fifth publication providing glimpses into the life of Baba Hariram, 
the renowned saint of Sind (Pakistan). Written in English, it fills a 
long felt need of the younger generation of Baba’s devotees and 
their children, specially those staying abroad, who are not much 
conversant with the Sindhi language. 

We are indeed very fortunate that we could persuade 
Prof. Butani to write this book. In spite of his various pre-occupa- 
tions and the fact that he did not have any personal contact with 
the Baba, the readers will find that he has grasped the spirit of 
Baba’s teachings more deeply than any of the close associates of the 
Baba. His masterly dealing of the subject, clarity of thought, vivid 
exposition and fine diction have rendered the book, a valuable piece 
of literature. 

Although the author begins the book, calling himself an agnostic, 
my own experience is that he is more God-fearing than many 
church-going believers. Were it not so, it would be beyond him to 
write a book like this. True, he seldom visits a temple and has 
had little-to do with babas and sadhus but he is very particular to 
carry in his bag Shah jo Rasalo, the poetic composition of Shah Abdul 
Latif, Sufi poet of Sind (Pakistan). 

The philosophy of Shah’s work is very much akin to that pro- 
pounded by Guru Nanak and embodied in Guru Granth Sahib, the 
holy book of the Sikhs, which the Baba worshipped. 

In one of his letters to me, the author wrote that the love for 
Shah’s poetry was ingrained in his early life by his loving mother, 
who would often repeat a couplet from Shah. Broadly translated, it 
would read as follows: 

Do me, 

Oh Lord, 

a turn of your own compassion, 
for, 

in justice, . 

1 cannot stand. 
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Brought up in this atmosphere and married to a God-devoted 
wife, whose faith in the Almighty is unshakeable so much so that 
wherever they be, even in a Muslim country like Libya, she would 
convert one room in the house into a veritable temple with Guru 
Granth Sahib and other Hindu idols installed therein. He could not 
but be a believer, say what he may. 

Now a word about my own association with the Baba, which the 
author has stressed as a source of inspiration for him to write this 
book. No doubt the Baba knew me from my ancestors but it was 
my acquaintance with Diwan Jethanand Bijlani which drew me 
closer to Baba Hariram. 

Although Diwan Jethanand had come in contact with the Baba 
in his late thirties, by his innate virtues of head and heart, Diwan 
Jethanand soon found a secure place in Baba’s heart. At least two 
events which can be called as turning points in my life, were 
blessed by the Baba through the solicitude of Diwan Jethanand. I 
therefore owe a debt to him for all the kindness showered on me by 
the Baba. 

Equally grateful we are to Prof. A. K. Jiandani for his preface 
to the book. Asa scholar and professor of philosophy, he is indeed 
eminently suited to introduce the book to the readers. Like the 
author he too is not a temple-going type and is known for his 
detached attitude to life. Hecould therefore look at the various 
aspects of Baba’s picturesque life and thought-provoking activities 
from an angle different from that of an orthodox devotee. 

Thanks are not enough for Baba’s eminent biographer, 
Sri Charandas for full liberty to draw freely on the text of his great 
work. Heis indeed a blessed ‘son’ of the Baba, who nourished 
him so tenderly, when he was a child, even wanting to adopt him. 

Before concluding, it is my duty to express our heartfelt gratitude 
to Baba Shewaram Sahib, the reverend successor to Baba Hariram 
Sahib, with whose blessings the Hari Jivan Sahitya was launched 
and keeps floating. The author had taken an opportunity to read 
out to Baba Shewaram some excerpts from this book, while 
at Delhi, and he felt happy with the presentation and the pains taken 
by the author to make the book not only interesting but highly 
instructive. Earning this ashirvad, the book is placed before the 
readers. 

It is also imperative to record our gratitude to the anonymous 
donor whose generous grant has made it possible to produce this 
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book. ‘This has enabled us to price the book modestly, considering 
the quality of its production and the escalating costs of paper and 
printing. 

Even then, it is our intention to make a gift of it to such devotees, 
who will give us the pleasure of accepting it, the idea being to present 
a modern and rational version to all who will take it and practise 
it, so that the spirit of Baba lives on. 

Last but not the least, thanks are due to Sri Ashok Butani for 
his indefatigable efforts to bring out the book and to produce it asa 
work of art. 


Hari Shewa Dham H. J. KEwWALRAMANI 
Bhopal Ganj 

Bhilwara 

Rajasthan 

Pin-311001 


AN EXPLANATION 


That I, an agnostic, should be writing a book on a man of God, 
requires an explanation. It is simple: by all accounts, Baba Hariram 
was aman of tremendous affection, and one of the early birds 
caught in his web of love was my friend, Hassaram Jessaram 
Kewalramani (HJK). This association with Baba Hariram had a 
transforming effect on his life and career. 

It is nearly half a century that we have been together: HJK and 
myself; and I, a stubborn sceptic, have been curious to know the 
nature of that transforming influence that was Baba Hariram. 

Over the years, he has fed me with several true stories of the life 
and times of Baba Hariram. Apparently, for many long years, I - 
used to turn a deaf ear to whatever he said about Baba Hariram. It 
is only recently I realized that much of his account had sunk into my 
sub-conscious mind; and in recent years, as our bond of affection has 
become particularly intimate, HJK’s constant feed has begun to sur- 
face into the image of a tremendous mora] and physical personality, 

And such is my arrogance that I have come to believe, though I 
never physically knew or felt his presence, while his body yet walked 
the earth, that my mind reflects a deeper reality than the one 
caught by the over-wrought imagination of the devotees, blinded in 
their faith by the many small doings of an enormous personality 
whom they could not encompass, because they were just flooded with 
his being. 

This is very well reflected in Kamal Pyasi’s epic poem on Baba 
Hariram, whose title broadly translated in English, would read as: 
“Listen, my Lord.” I have enjoyed this book tremendously; and 
HJK has recently fed me with quite a bit of literature, brought out 
by contemporary devotees, who felt the presence of the Master at 
close range. 

I confess, though I have enjoyed it all, I am rather disturbed by 
these supernatural accounts, for I am convinced beyond doubt that 
Baba Hariram’s personality far transcended the mere gifting of babies 
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to child-hungry women, granting jobs and promotions to seekers of 
office, driving jznns away, appearing out of the blue round sick beds, 
and so on and so forth. 

To me, this is a distortion of reality: Baba Hariram was really 
allergic to all these pettinesses of life: ““Do you mean to say I carry 
babies in my bugri? ... Diwan, have you come to me to drive your 
jinns away? ... miracles are the source of all undoing ...” 

What then is the explanation of the recorded accounts of all sorts 
of occurrences in which Baba Hariram, apparently by the exercise of 
supernatural power, did bring about a mass of unusual happenings 
in the lives and fortunes of a number of persons, who crossed the 
path of his life? 

The explanation again is very simple. Free of all cant and 
hypocrisy, desiring nothing for himself, constantly engaged in the 
good of all, and chanting the Bani, Baba Hariram’s mind had 
attained a degree of purity, which reflected the cosmic mind; and 
for such a mind, there is no time or distance. 

Now let us look at HJK’s story of his income being doubled. Baba 
and HJK were travelling together, when Baba suddenly asked him: 
““Hassa, how much do you earn?” ‘‘Forty-five rupees a month, Sir.” 
“How can you manage with that?” Saying this, the Master closed 
his eyes, and said no more. On arrival, HJK received an order, 
doubling his income. 

Such incidents happened so frequently in the daily life of Baba 
Hariram that for a true understanding of the Master, a rational 
analysis appears necessary. In this case, the decision to promote 
HJK had already been taken and orders issued on the basis of 
notings on the file, when Baba Hariram asked and felt concerned 
about his income. ‘Then he closed his eyes, knew that the doubling 
of his salary was already on the way, and felt happy. ° 

Such to me is the true and simple explanation of all that happen- 
ed in the life and time of Baba Hariram. To me, the mystic and the 
esoteric are causes of confusion in the life of the spirit. Baba Hariram 
was certainly a man of God; but it requires a man of God to know 
a man of God. 

A strange story is related, how a man who wanted to get rid of 
his wife, reached Baba Hariram; and this illustrates, how a man 
with a pure mind, becomes also gifted with an unusual wisdom, 
which enables him to get to grips with the problems of the material 
world. It also illustrates another aspect of Baba Hariram’s per- 
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sonality: his consuming passion for sheer goodness. When such was 
the case—an innocent woman was being thrown overboard by a fool 
of a man—Baba Hariram’s powers came into full play; and yet the 
whole drama was enacted with classic grace and wisdom. 

A rich boy, by the name of Tirathdas, wanted to get rid of his 
wife; naturally, the girl’s father Awatram wanted to save his 
daughter from such misery. With these contradictory objectives, 
both reached Baba Hariram through a Muslim sufi by the name of 
Ghulam Haider. When pressed by Mangatram (the girl’s mater- 
nal uncle), the sufi said: “‘Allright, I’m going to tell you a way out. 
In the town of Bhiria, there lives a Hindu fakir. He has got a fine, 
white beard. Go and make a request to him. You will find your 
fulfilment there and he will change the fate of ‘Tirathdas.” 

Obviously, the reference was to Baba Hariram. At that time, he 
was at Tharushah—a town near Bhiria—and to all external appear- 
ance, oblivious of the existence of the two gentlemen, who were to 
approach him with their strange assignments. 

When they came, Baba was standing at his garden gate. Seeing 
them, he said: ‘‘Welcome. We have been anxiously looking out for 
you. Messages about you reached us three-four days back.’’ Baba 
asked them to go and be comfortable at his garden house, where 
they stayed for some days. In the course of his conversation, Baba 
told the young man: ‘“‘Go and do one thing. Go and get your head 
shaved. I shall massage you with oil, for your brain has become dry, 
and you are passing your time in constant anxiety ...””> The boy 
would not listen and went his way. 

The girl’s maternal uncle again approached the Muslim sufi 
who at once said: “‘We have received the message: ‘The boy is 
wicked: he does not carry out our instructions. Four categories are 
beyond improvement: a wicked mind, a wicked body, a wicked soil, 
a wicked merchant’.’? Such was Baba Hariram’s approach; but the 
Muslim sufi added: “Yet you go back to him. He alone is your 
salvation.” 

So they came back to Baba Hariram. Far from showing any 
displeasure for past misconduct, Baba’s welcome was warmer than 
before. ‘“My boy,”’ Baba told Tirathdas: ‘Tonight, you sleep with 
us on the same bed; and we shall get you deliverance from your 
wife.’ So both—Baba and Tirathdas—slept on the same bed, with 
Baba’s famous stick in between. Getting up at dawn, Baba spoke to 
the boy: “Is not the name of your wife, Devi? Now, think that this 
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Deviis dead. From today onwards we name her as Sat Bhama. 
You’ve got a new bride, Sat Bhama. Go and live happily with her. 
You now have a new life, in which there is no place for 
anxiety.” : 

Such was Baba Hariram, bringing ife and cheer to men and 
women in distress: that in fact appeared to be the central mission of 
his life. He could not bear suffering; and his mind moved power- 
fully to relieve it. 

The outward forms of how he did it, really did not matter; and 
devotees do him less than justice, when they concentrate their 
attention on these outward forms of weaving threads, reading incan- 
tations over bowls of water and the like. 

This was just a veneer on an enormous stream of compassion that 
flowed through his heart; and I have reason to believe that inside of 
himself, he laughed heartily at the pretences of a society that believed 
in them. Compassion for suffering and the passion to relieve it: 
these constituted the large chunk of Baba Hariram’s being. 

It is recorded that while walking along the streets of Karachi, 
he heard a cry, acry of some one in deep pain. He stopped and 
asked one of his devotees to walk in and see. At that time, he did not 
know the people involved: the only thing that mattered was: some 
one was in pain and the Baba could not pass on, unless he had 
relieved it. A little girl had an abscess, her pain was unbearable, 
and she was crying. 

All of us have such experiences, but we walk on: “What can we 
do? It’s none of our business. Suffering is the law of life,’ and so on 
and so forth. We walk through life unconcerned with the suffering 
that envelops it. Such was not Baba Hariram. ‘There was nothing 
that he was not prepared to do. 

This is the central thesis of this book: not the incantations and the 
sacred threads and the exercise of transcendental power: to this man 
of the spirit, these were nothing, On a deeper analysis, he was deli- 
berately and constantly engaged in civilizing and elevating the men, 
women and children among whom he lived, ‘To this end, he used 
all the powers of his body and mind. 

He was certainly a man of high spiritual attainment. But above 
all, he was a hard realist. He had a firm grasp of the essentials not 
only of spiritual life, but also of material acquisition: only that it was 
not for himself. He lived and dressed most frugally: nothing special 
was prepared for him, though he himself would love to bake special 
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bread and feed it like a fond mother to those to whom his heart 
flowed out with a stream of affection; and there were many, for his 
love was all embracing. Nobody was to go out of the darbar without 
partaking of what it could offer. 

For, essentially he was a giver, both in terms of spiritual as also of 
material life; and he gave with such grace and generosity, as if he 
had Shiva’s bag at his disposal. 

He was never a taker, for he knew that he who takes cannot lead a 
life of the spirit. So from the very beginning, he built up the darbar 
in such a way that it no longer depended upon the alms and 
charities of the surrounding folks; for the man of God who wants to 
train people in the life of the spirit, must not be a mendicant. So by 
a wise and determined administration, he raised the darbar from a 
state of beggary to a substantial owner of gardens and lands and 
buildings. At the time of the Partition, the darbar was the owner of 
more than half a million rupees of property, all acquired to provide 
a life of abundance of fruits and butter and milk for the devotees; 
and the Master enjoyed it all, for they were his folk. 

An incident happened wherein Baba Hariram came in confronta- 
tion with the famous Rai Bahadur Kauromal. Nothing better 
exemplifies this attitude of a monk, determined to lead a life of the 
spirit and to lead others on, but on his own terms, not as a mendi- 
cant: that was the most unique aspect of Baba Hariram’s personality. 

The incident took place during the time of Baba Kriparam, Baba 
Hariram’s predecessor. Rai Bahadur Kauromal Khilnani was a 
distinguished devotee of the darbar at the time. He brought with 
himself another devotee, who made a request that the Granth be 
read at his place. Baba Kriparam directed them to Baba Hariram, 
saying: “‘As he will read the Granth, make sure with him.” 

The Rai Bahadur asked Baba Hariram. The replies he gave 
are worth recording, for they state in a clear and concise way the 
principles that govern a true monk’s life: “‘(Z) The Granth will not be 
read in anybody’s house; (2) we shall read the Granth at our own 
pleasure, whatever time it takes; (3) it will also end, whenever it 
pleases us, whenever the heart desires; (4) the pair of clothes to be 
given as compensation for reading the Granth, will be handspun- 
handwoven or simple grey cloth, which we can use.” 

The devotee agreed to all the conditions. The Granth was read; 
at the final ceremony, when all the relatives and friends of the 
devotee and the darbar had assembled, and the time came to present 
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a gift of clothes to Baba Hariram, it was found to consist of a fine 
Bengali dhoti, an embroidered cap, a silkenshawl. Baba Hariram 
was wild; and the whole company including the Rai Bahadur stood 
in awe of the fakir. Soon the Baba cooled down and said: ‘‘We are 
fakirs (renouncers). What have we to do with silks and embroi- 
deries? We get more pleasure from putting on grey cloth and rough 
khaddar ...”’ 

That was the man, determined to leada true life of the spirit, and 
more importantly, to set an example. 

Probably, of far greater importance was his attitude to woman. 
He respected women but yet would not allow them to come inside 
the darbar or even to touch him, when he was outside. This might 
appear anachronistic to men and women of modern times, but in the 
male society of the times, Baba Hariram: felt that the best that a 
man of God could do for the society in which he lived, was to 
exercise an elevating influence on men as the only means by which 
a better life could be secured for women. 

Above all, the darbar was to be kept free from all petty intrigues 
and social gossip, which lowered the morale of a place of true dedi- 
cation. 

Personally, he had killed sex, early in his life, by piercing a needle 
through his organ, so that his progress in the way of God may no 
longer be hindered by the turmoil of sex, which had brought down 
many a holy man. 

These are really very odd happenings: they are significant in the 
sense that they indicate an iron determination, not to let any obstacle 
remain in the path of realization. The Divine Summit was his aim, 
no matter how people looked upon the hard means he used to attain 
it. 

Then came the Bant, which filled his life. He regarded it as the 
fountain of life and invited all to drink it in its depths. He sang it 
himself with such classic resonance as to be classed as an artist in 
his own right; and he was intolerant, when any one read it with less 
than his standard. He took pains in teaching folks to recite the Bani 
with appropriate accent and finesse. He would sit outside and 
listen and woe betide a fellow who slipped. The author of his 
biography, his devotee (and contemporary), Charandas Gursahani, 
recalls with relish, how he received from Baba Hariram a couple of 
whacking slaps, at his immature recitation of the Bani. 

Nevertheless, with all his sense of art and grace, Baba Hariram 
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was a rustic, both in outward form and in his inmost being, a born 
peasant, with a peasant’s unbending devotion to the land and his 
flock. His was essentially a peasant’s economics: ‘‘Money is dust. 
Put dust unto dust and irrigate it and it will flower and feed you 
and your flock.’’ ‘Thus the darbar flourished from a beggarly posi- 
tion in 1906, when he ascended the gaddt, to a property worth 6 lakh 
rupees, when the Baba ended his earthly existence. 

His life, though colourful in the service of the people, was essen- 
tially simple. We have all heard of Work and Worship. Baba 
Hariram literally lived this formula. He worked on the land him- 
self with his hands and tools, like any peasant-cultivator, and all 
who came to the darbar did likewise. Small boys of that age, who 
have now grown into old men, can recall how the Baba asked them 
to collect and remove the rubble on the land. ‘‘No idleness of body 
or mind: recite the Bant with your heart and work with your hands.”’ 
You cannot imagine a more down-to-earth civilizing influence on 
men and affairs. 

Yet he laughed and talked with such banter, teasing folks about 
concealed mangoes, calling out children and animals by such odd 
names as the owl and the ass. At the same time he left on the 
minds of the people who saw him the impression of a vigorous per- 
sonality of imposing moral and physical strength. Baba Hariram 
was an uncut diamond. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


A BORN SINDHI 


WITH ALL HIS DEEP SPIRITUALITY, BABA HARIRAM WAS A DOWN-TO- 
earth son of the soil, concerned with the mundane affairs of his flock, 
finding practical solutions to their problems as they came up, and 
the difficulties and dangers that faced them in the path of life. 

That he was concerned, and at the same time unconcerned, was 
what lifted him above the common run of men: the common people 
however saw only his concern, and were deeply moved. Thus an 
almost fanatical bond of affection developed between Baba Hariram 
and the society by which he was surrounded; and it is this fanatical 
bond that explains how the darbar at Bhilwara under his successor 
Baba Shewaram, continues to go forward, working on the same 
principles and moved by the same concern for the common people 
in whose material and spiritual welfare, the darbar is intimately in- 
volved. 

What explains this phenomenon in the life of Baba Hariram? 
There is an illusion that he sort of descended from above: probably, 
in a spiritual sense, this was true, for there is no other earthly expla- 
nation of the sort of man he was: totally unselfish, his real concern 
being to sow the seeds of spirituality in men and women and children, 
and to see that the seeds sprouted and the plants flourished. 
Apparently, however, the outstanding fact was his involvement in 
the society in which he lived: what explains this? 

Baba Hariram was a born Sindhi, both physically, as also Spiri- 
tually. His two immediate spiritual predecessors—Baba Maniram 
and Baba Kriparam—both belonged originally to the Makhija family 
of Bhiria. 

In fact, the latter—Baba Kriparam—picked up his future disci- 
ple—Baba Hariram—as an infant from the village of Bhangu Bahan 
(in the state of Khairpur Mirs, now part of Pakistan) léss than 
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30 kms. from Bhiria, which was later to become his spiritual home. 
Baba Hariram’s father was a householder by the name of Bhai 
Tanuram, who despite his worldly involvements, was a man of deep, 
spiritual inclinations. From all accounts, it appears that Bhai 
Tanuram’s insight indicated to him clearly the spiritual path that 
his boy was to tread; and he went forth in a rather determined 
manner. 

The young boy—Jivat as he was called at birth—turned longingly 
backwards to his parental home; in fact he once ran away from Bhiria 
to Bhangu Bahan, but was, with equal determination, turned back 
on the path that was to be his spiritual destiny. 

The story goes that his spiritual father-to-be—Baba Kriparam— 
was on a visit to Bhangu Bahan and incidentally went to meet Bhai 
Tanuram, because of spiritual fraternity between the two. At that 
time (1870), Jivat—later known as Baba Hariram—was a year old. 
Baba Kriparam chanced to see the child, and it appears, he was 
attracted; and the following conversation ensued between the boy’s 
father, Bhai Tanuram and the Baba: 

Baba: ‘‘Whose boy is this?”’ 

Bhai: ‘Yours, Sir.” 

Baba: ‘‘How come that?” 

Bhai: ‘‘As you desired it, Sir!” 

Thus began an act of adoption, which had momentous conse- 
quences. 


CHAPTER TWO 


THE FATHER AND THE SON 


WE HAVE LITTLE KNOWLEDGE OF THE FAR ANCESTRY OF BABA 
Hariram; but quite a bit is known about his father, Bhai Tanuram, 
and that is quite significant. 

In the Mirwah subdistrict of the state of Khairpur (Pakistan) 
there were two small proximate villages, Bhangu and Bahan, 
situated about 30 kilometers from Bhiria. In one of these villages, 
lived Bhai Tanuram, the father of Baba Hariram, and in another, his 
cousin, Bhai Dhanuram, who also figures in the story recorded here. 

By now, it looks like ancient history, but for the record, it may be 
said here that Bhai Tanuram was born in 1833. It is said he did 
not go to any school; but it appears, he was a self-enlightened man, 
and he had fairly intimate knowledge of the scriptures. 

From his infancy, he moved about like a ‘desireless’ individual 
and was all the time devoted to the contemplation of the 
infinite. 

As such, he was inclined to live the life of a recluse, away from 
the life of the world. What he did, was to get a small plot of land, 
away from the village, and put up a cottage there. ‘To make the 
place self-sufficient, it occurred to him to have a well dug at the 
place; and a desire arose in his mind that it would be auspicious, if 
this well could be inaugurated by his God-devoted cousin, Bhai 
Dhanuram. ‘This man was a typical fakir, going about all naked, 
without a rag on his body. 

Strange to say that such was the spiritual affinity between the 
two cousins that the desire in the mind of the one brought forth the 
presence of the other, as it were from the blue. 

“What are the lines that you’ve got drawn on the ground here?” 
asked Bhai Dhanuram. “‘Sir, I’ve got a plot of land and am having 
a well dug. I request, you take out the first shovel.’’ 
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Uttering God’s name, as was the custom in those days, Bhai | 
Dhanuram took up the spade and just dug where he stood. 
Jocularly, he remarked: ‘Well, you see, this changes the very 
direction of your well: for the point at which Dhanuram had 
struck, was outside the line. ‘Those who saw the well in their life 
time, said that it looked like a pregnant woman, with a bulge! 

The well, as the story goes, yielded sweet and health-giving water 
in abundance, and people came from far and wide to drink at this 
fountain of life. It became known that childless couples became 
blessed, if they had a bath at the well, and diseases, current in those 
times, such as the “three-day recurrent fever’? disappeared if the 
patient drank the well water. Such was the faith, and naturally, 
stories used to be related in the region about its miraculous 
properties. | 

Then there are other stories about the two cousins, Bhai Tanuram 
(the father of Baba Hariram) and Bhai Dhanuram; and these are 
at a more human level, but not without their depth. 

It is said, the two cousins delighted in playing Hide and Seek. 
Once, and that was the final end of it, Bhai Tanuram got the turn to 
hide; but however much he concealed himself, Dhanuram caught 
hold of him, after a struggle, lasting as much as a couple of days! 

Then came the turn of Bhai Dhanuram to hide. Tanuram had an 
idea that Dhanuram had gone into hiding in the neighbouring state 
of Khairpur Mirs: that was right, but as soon as Tanuram got into 
Khairpur, Dhanuram disappeared. 

Seeking information, Tanuram came to know that Dhanuram | 
had sought refuge in the sanctum of the famous fakir Saeen Vasan 
Shah in the town of Rohri; so Tanuram rushed to the place, only 
to find that Dhanuram was nowhere to be found. 

Tanuram searched and searched; but Dhanuram had disappeared 
for life: such are the games of the great seekers. 

Tanuram himself was a recluse. He spent most of his time on 
his farm amidst his fields. He would weed the land, and all the 
waking time, would go on reciting the Bani. 

While the night was still on, he would get up, do his ablutions and 
have a bath. Then he would sit down to read the Granth Sahib, 
spending hours to recite the Jap Sahib, in a loud but melodious voice. 
This would go on without break, till sunrise. Then the mundane 
world began. 

It is said that Tanuram’s wife was a woman, spiritually inclined, 
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like her husband; and that explains the birth of a son, he was to 
become a singular guru in his own right. _ | 

He was.the last of the four sons born to Bhai Tanuram. They 
were: ‘Assandas, Asudomal, Manghirmal and Jivatram, the last 
being the hero of this story, to be known :as Baba Hariram: there are 
stories, of course, testifying to the humility, sense of discipline, and 
~ other qualities of the four boys. | | 

But the main distinguishing fact, which ultimately determined the 
destiny of the person with whom we are here concerned, was that 
their father had developed and maintained intimate relations with 
men of God. Sometimes he would go to them, but not unoften, quite 
a few of them came to visit him in his own habitat; and thus the 
place was permeated by a spiritual atmosphere. In this, the boy, 
Jivatram, lived and had his being, along with his father and mother, 
and his three brothers, he being the youngest of them all. 

As we have seen in the story of Hide and Seek, Saeen Vasan 
Shah of Rohri was among the great spiritual seekers, whose company 
Bhai Tanuram was fond of. While Baba Hariram was still in the 
mother’s womb, Saeen Vasan Shah is understood to have apprised 
Bhai Tanuram that-the infant would grow up to be a sadhu and a 
renouncer: he would never settle down as a householder. 

This is the real explanation of two very intriguing phenomena: 
one which we have already marked, the instantaneous response of 
the father to the heart-felt desire of Baba Kriparam, as soon as he 
saw the infant, that the child be sort of gifted to him, and he was: 
apparently the mother was a willing partner to the bargain, because 
the husband must have shared with her the secret of the boy’s 
destiny, as foretold by Saeen Vasan Shah. 

This is a credible story: such stories, current in Sind (Pakistan), 
have been testified by a number of persons, noted for their credibi- 
lity: this includes several facts, ascertained by research scholars in 
the life history of Shah Abdul Latif and his contemporaries: such a 
forecast is said to have been made by the famous sufi poet, Sachal 
about Shah Abdul Latif himself. 

The second phenomenon, which the forecast of Saeen Vasan Shah 
explains, is still more significant, for when the boy Jivatram ran 
away from the ashram of Bhai Kriparam, drawn by the magnetic 
attraction of his father, the latter turned him back with a callous- 
ness, which taken by itself, appeared rather strange in the behaviour 
of a person, known for his spirituality. The boy had to be turned 
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back to the call of his own destiny! 

To this, we shall revert in the following chapter, where we trace 
the spiritual ascent of the boy Jivatram to the redoubtable sadhu that 
he became, as Baba Hariram. 

In the meanwhile, the father himself grew in stature. It is said 
that such was his reputation in the region that hard-headed banias 
would swear by his name in the daily transactions of the market 
place. 

He was equally respected by the elite. It’s said that the famous 
prince, Mir Ali Murad Khan Talpur of Khairpur state, known for his 
pomp and dignity, would walk bare-footed to pay his homage and 
bow down in all obeisance to Bhai Tanuram. 

So devoted was the Mir to Bhai Tanuram that one fine evening, 
he went to his farm and standing at the fence, asked humbly for 
permission to come in: ‘‘Welcome, Mir Sahib, please do come in, 
Sir,” the Bhai said. The Mir stood before him with folded hands: 
‘““Today, give me, Sir, a cup of your love.”’ At the time, the Bhai was 
preparing his bhang. Putting water in it, he was straining the pasted 
mixture. This was offered to the Mir, who would not take it in a 
cup, but as befitted a devotee, he cupped his hands, and taking the 
name of Allah, drank it greedily. 

The Mir felt greatly delighted and said it: “My soul is in a state 
of ecstasy; and I shall feel happy, if you were to accept a grain from 
me’”’: that was in those days the style in which the Great offered gifts 
to men of God. “You have only to order,” the Bhai innocently 
replied. 

There was an estate in the village of Bhangu Bahan; and the Mir, 
taking out the deed of gift, placed it before the Bhai: “Sir, please 
accept this.” 

The Bhai smiled: “What will I do with this gift of an estate? 
Money has never made any one happy. It never will. It has not that 
quality. Instead of filling the emptiness of the heart, it creates more 
emptiness. Satisfy one need, and other needs come up. In this 
vanishing world, why should I build castles? ... Always I pray to my 
Maker: ‘Make me neither rich nor poor. Give me just what I need,’ 
because, if I am satiated, 1 may deny my Maker and question, who 
He is; or from hardship, I may do something so unsavoury as to bear 
false witness in His name.”’ 

Saying this, the Bhai put the deed of gift into the fire and asked 
for forgiveness from the Mir: “Dear Mir Sahib, what reliance is 
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there on life?’’ | 
The Mir, however, continued to press his request, and the Bhai 
at last accepted tax exemption for so much of his land on which 
bhang was grown. 
Such was the man, whose last son Jivatram became Baba 
Hariram of Bhiria Darbar. 


CHAPTER THREE 


BABA’S SPIRITUAL ANCESTRY 


FEW PEOPLE KNOW THAT BABA HARIRAM’S SPIRITUAL ANCESTRY IS 
traceable directly to Guru Nanak. ‘The Great Guru, in the tradition 
of ancient times, renounced all physical ties, and placed his spiritual 
mantle on one, who, he believed, came nearest to him in spiritual 
terms: he who subsequently came to be known as Guru Angad. Then 
followed a succession upto the Tenth Guru: Guru Gobind Singh, who 
declared that thereafter the Guru Granth Sahib was the Guru of the 
Sikhs. 

However, while Guru Nanak renounced his family, his family 
would not renounce him; and his son, Baba Sri Chand, carried on 
the Guru’s tradition, according to his own lights, and founded what 
is called the Udasi sect; and Baba Hariram is in the line of this right 
royal succession. 


The Udasis claim the following order of Gurus: 


Guru Nanak 

Baba Sri Chand (Guru Nanak’s son) 
Baba Lakhmi Chand 
Baba Dharam Chand 
Baba Manak Chand 
Baba Udai Chand 
Baba Sajan Rai 
Baba Malpat Rai 

9. Baba Dhanpat Rai 
10. Baba Kishen Das 
ll. Baba Atmaram 

12. Baba Maniram 

13. Baba Kriparam 

14. Baba Hariram 
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However, the Bhiria Darbar’s association with this line started 
with Baba Atmaram; and it is from this point onwards that the 
spiritual ancestry of Baba Hariram acquires an intimate and know- 
ledgeable character. 

One important point for consideration is that with the declaration 
of Guru Gobind Singh that the Guru Granth Sahib would thereafter be 
the Guru of the Sikhs, the personal differences between the tradi- 
tional Sikhs—the followers of the Gurus—and the Udasis, claiming 
direct descent through Baba Sri Chand: these differences naturally 
ceased because the Guru Granth Sahib became the Guru of all. 

It is thus that the Bani of the Gurus became universally accepted 
throughout the province of Sind, for all Sindhi Hindus accepted 
Guru Nanak and the Guru Granth Sahib. Thus a unity of faith took 
place, which is historically important. Baba Hariram was an 
embodiment of this faith. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


BABA ATMARAM TO BABA HARIRAM 


THE SPIRITUAL BASE ON WHICH BABA HARIRAM RAISED THE STRUCTURE 
of the Bhiria Darbar was built, with great pains, by three of his 
immediate predecessors: Baba Atmaram, Baba Maniram and Baba 
Kriparam, who took over, as we have seen, Baba Hariram, as his 
special disciple. 

To have a thorough knowledge of the background against which 
Baba Hariram came up as a dominant personality in his region, it is 
essential to go into, as deeply as possible, the history of the three 
saints, beginning with Baba Atmaram. 

Of these three, only Baba Atmaram was not a Sindhi by birth. 
He became one by adoption. From available accounts, he was born 
in a Punjab village in 1789. About 1830 or thereabout, he migrated 
to Sind, first came to the village of Hala and soon moved into the 
vicinity of the old Bhiria village. ‘This appears to be an old village, 
named after a Muslim known as Bhiriyo. By the time of Baba 
Hariram, this old village in which Baba Atmaram first settled, was 
in ruins but its traces could still be seen by the side of the 
Kandiara-Halani Road, near the cremation ground, to the north of 
the new township of Bhiria. 

Near this old village, by the side of a pond, between ber and 
thorn trees, Baba Atmaram put up a small hut and lived there like 
a recluse, true to the tradition of the Udasis. He spent most of his 
time in chanting the name of God, resting little and eating little, once 
in a day, collecting his food from a few nearby houses. 

Soon, however, the village people came to know him and a little 
system emerged. For an hour or so, in the evening, satsang was held, 
where people of the village gathered and recited the Bani. It did not 
take long for an establishment to come up. In fact, a successor to 
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Baba Atmaram soon appeared on the scene. A boy, by the name of 
Manu, belonging to the Makhija family of Bhiria, became a regular 
visitor: he would come quietly, sit in a corner and hear the recitation. 
When the katha ended, he would take a pinch from the ashes of the 
fire ignited by Baba Atmaram, put it on his forehead, bow before 
the saint, get his blessings and go home. 

This went on for several years, till Manu grew to be a big boy of 
15 years. One day, gaining confidence, he went and stood before 
Baba Atmaram. Folding his hands in supplication, he prayed: ‘‘Baba 
Saeen, you take me under your shelter and bless me so that I may 
recite the name of God. I dedicate myself to your service.” 

The Baba was a seasoned sanyast. He warned Manu: “My dear 
boy, this path is very difficult. It is a narrow and complex road, and 
you will be frequently ditched in sorrow. You are a householder: you 
serve your father and mother and fulfil the duties of a householder.” 

Manu however was not to be reconciled: “‘I shall not leave your 
door. My whole body and mind desire that I should spend all my 
time in the love of God. ...” 

Manu also persuaded his father to join him in the prayer to Baba 
Atmaram for acceptance of Manu as a disciple. This was how Baba 
Maniram, as he came to be called, came up as a successor to Baba 
Atmaram: however it took long, for the apprenticeship must have 
taken nearly 40 years before Bhai Manu, as he was first called, was 
ripe to become Baba Maniram, for Baba Atmaram was 40 years 
old, when he came to Bhiria in 1829, and he passed away at the ripe 
old age of 80 in 1869. One of his handwritten notebooks of devo- 
tional songs is still extant: these constitute the rectbe of how a mortal 
may offset the sorrows of life. 

Baba Atmaram was also known for his knowledge of the super- 
natural world. It is said that he had influence over jinns and ghosts; 
and that he wrote out incantations for persons in distress. 

This was the custom in those days; and it is essential to know it, 
for it continued to operate during the time of Baba Hariram, with of 
course a difference which can also be accounted for by the persona- 
lity and character of the great saint, whose life we are recounting 
here. 

To go back a little, Baba Maniram became a true Udasi in the 
service of his Master, Baba Atmaram. However, as it was a part of 
the destiny of things, the line had been laid out. In fact, another 
disciple, Baba Kriparam who was to be the successor to Baba 
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Maniram, had already entered the little establishment of Baba 
Atmaram, around 1855. He too belonged to the Makhija family of 
Bhiria. Thus, Baba Maniram and Baba Kriparam were really con- 
temporaries and jointly served Baba Atmaram, till he passed away 
in 1869, leaving the gaddi to Baba Maniram. 

A very strange coincidence that Baba Hariram was born exactly 
in the same year, 1869. At that time, Baba Kriparam, who was to 
adopt him, was 20 years old, and Baba Maniram, around 40 years. 
Both of them served the Master, enlarged his hutment, improved the 
property, etc. A well was dug up, so that they had their own source 
of pure water. 

Thus the story went on and Baba Maniram lived upto the ripe 
old age of 70, when he passed away in 1899, leaving the gaddi to 
Baba Kriparam. 

By this time, however, Baba Hariram was 30 years old and had 
passed over 20 years in the Bhiria Darbar. Just as Baba Maniram 
and Baba Kriparam had jointly served Baba Atmaram; so too Baba 
Kriparam and Baba Hariram both served their Master, Baba 
Maniram. 

To keep the picture clear, Baba Kriparam ascended the gaddi in 
1899, as we have already said. He carried out many improvements 
in the hutments of his predecessors; and he got some endowments, 
too. By the side of the darbar, at that time, there was the settlement 
of Sayad Imam Ali Shah. He was a sort of patel of the village and 
a devotee of God. As the story goes, his sister fell seriously sick and 
she got allright through the blessings of Baba Kriparam. 

Baba Kriparam, as was the custom of those days, used to keep 
herbs and other medicines, particularly for the poor and the needy. 
At first, he did not want to get involved with the rich and the power- 
ful Shah, but as the latter pressed with his request, the Baba paid a 
visit to his house, blessed the woman and also gave her some 
medicine. 

The woman got allright; and the Shah gifted a piece of land be- 
hind the darbar so that it could become a somewhat larger estate. 
Baba Kriparam constructed another hutment there and also sheds 
for cows and other cattle. Thus we see now the first modest signs of 
what the darbar was to become in the time of Baba Hariram. 

However, the system was still predominantly in the realm of the 
supernatural. In fact, it is said that jimns and ghosts used to dance 
attendance on Baba Kriparam. At dawn, when he looked into the 
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well and thrice gave the morning salute (Hare Ram), from the well, 
also, the greeting was thrice reciprocated. At that time, there was 
nobody to drive the bullocks for drawing water: so the Baba would 
order the jinns: ‘“My dear fellows, please run the well so that we can 
have a bath.”? And the water would begin to flow, till the Baba had 
finished his bath. 

Also, as in the time of his predecessor, the common people would 
come from far and near to receive the consecrated threads and medi- 
cines for their sorrows and ailments. 

The Baba of course had the Bant by heart and recited it, day and 
night. He lived a simple and unostentatious life. 

Daily, there used to be satsang in the evening, with a large gather- 
ing of the village people. After the satsang, people would gather in 
the courtyard, where they got prasad and a little of bhang, mixed up 
with a lot of water, known as sukha. 

This went on routinely, till a transforming influence entered the 
Bhiria Darbar in the person of who was to be known as Baba 
Hariram: the boy Jivat entered the darbar as an apprentice. We have 
already related the story of his adoption, when Baba Kriparam 
visited his native village of Bhangu Bahan about 1870, when Jivat 
was only a year old. 

The adoption was not without some resistance from the family. 
While the father and the mother were willing, Bhai Tanuram’s 
brother thought it was a disgrace that a boy of the family had been 
thus donated. So, without informing anybody, he came to Bhiria 
and presented Rs. 500 to Baba Kriparam, as a quid pro quo for the 
boy: ‘‘My brother Tanuram is a recluse. Without any consultation, 
he has given away his child. Kindly accept this money as compen- 
sation and give up your right.” 

The Baba replied: “Sir, this is no way of estimating the value of 
a child. What shall we do with the money? If the father and the 
mother will not give the child gladly, we shall not force them. ...” 
When Bhai Tanuram came to know of this occurrence, he was very 
unhappy. Expressing his displeasure to his brother, he said: ‘‘Why 
did you go to Baba Kriparam? The child is theirs. ...” 

When Jivat became 9 years old, Bhai Tanuram brought him to 
Bhiria and presented him to Baba Kriparam:‘‘Sir, this is your trust. ...” 
He apologized to the Baba for his brother’s doings and returned 
home. 

Thus a new chapter began in the life of the darbar. Baba 
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Kriparam’s fame was daily spreading. By the side of Bhiria, in the 
village of Dali, the panchayat had built a new darbar, which they 
entrusted to Baba Kriparam. Along with it went a donation of land, 
the crops on which were to be the income of the darbar. 

And Baba Kriparam further strengthened himself by acquisition 
of religious knowledge. For a continuous period of 12 months, he 
went and settled in the village of Paka Chang, 12 miles from Bhiria, 
to learn the Bhaguvad and how to recite it. On return, he brought 
with himself, a handwritten copy of the Bhagvad: this is still avail- 
able in the darbar. His predecessor, Baba Maniram, had also brought 
with him a handwritten copy of Guru Granth Sahtb, which also is 
available in the darbar. 

Thus the darbar was getting equipped in religious material but 
what was most important, the real Master had arrived with the 
arrival of Baba Hariram in 1878, at the age of 9 years! He served 
his apprenticeship for 26 years, till 1904, when Baba Kriparam 
passed away, and Baba Hariram ascended the gaddi. 

But long before that, his personality had already become domi- 
nant in the darbar, as may be seen from two recorded incidents.* As 
Baba Kriparam was passing away, he was advised to gift a cow toa 
brahmin; but there was only one cow left in the darbar and it had 
been brought up by Baba Hariram with his usual love and devotion. 
So when the proposition was put to Baba Kriparam, he said: “That 
cow has been nursed by Baba Hariram. Please ask him.’’ Baba 
Hariram’s reply was characteristic: “My dear Sir, for gifting a cow, 
why ask me? This is only a cow, but if you were to put a halter 
round my neck and gift me away, I shall consider myself greatly 
blessed ...”’ 


*One has already been recorded in ‘An Explanation.’ This dealt with the re- 


- action of Baba Hariram to the offer of costly presents on his recitation of 
~ Guru Granth Sahib. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


THE CALL OF DISTRESS 


ONE OF BABA’S PRINCIPAL CHARACTERISTICS—THE ONE THAT SO 
passionately endeared him to his flock—was his unusual sensitivity to 
suffering of any kind. The moment a call of distress reached his 
ears, his whole being moved, with all its faculties. In Baba’s case, 
the phenomenon was extremely simple: his spirit heard the call of 
distress and flew to relieve it. 


His devotees have taken pains to draw attention to his super- 
natural powers, such as his appearing out of the blue, and disap- 
pearing, as though he never came. Actually, his mind did not work 
that way, at all. Spiritual exhibitionism was in fact foreign to his 
nature: the real fact was that he was terribly human: in response to 
suffering, the use of all his powers came naturally to him: others 
analyzed them as supernatural or spiritual, for such phenomena were 
foreign to their normal experience. 


To the Baba, this was all natural and human, for when somebody 
was suffering, what was a person to do but all that he could, to 
relieve. it? Actually it was an integral part of his Life of Instruction: 
how a normal human being should act under circumstances of 
distress; and his life powerfully demonstrated that if he does so, what 
common people regard as supernatural powers, come up naturally 
within him. 

A simple incident of normal occurrence, such as a man’s reaction 
to the cry of suffering, when he is just passing by, illustrates the type 
of man the Baba was: that the particular incident had extraordinary 
consequences in the sense that it attracted within his orbit two boys 
of unusual affection and devotion—the two Babul boys, Manu and 
Mithu—was of course significant of how the life of the spirit operates: 
how the system brings together spirits of a kindred nature so that a 
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certain level of excellence is maintained in at least some parts of 
society. 

The incident occurred as follows: The two boys, who later 
came to be known as the Babul brothers, were Manohar and Mithu 
Wadhwani of Khairpur Mirs. They had heard of Baba Hariram 
but had never met him. ‘They were living at Karachi, when their 
sister developed an abscess, which so distressed her that she began to 
cry bitterly; and the passers-by could hear it. Among the passers-by 
was Baba Hariram and some of his devotees. All heard the cries of 
distress; but this was an unusual situation, when a person is called 
upon, at a metropolitan place like Karachi, to knock and inquire 
who was crying: “‘Some one’s child is in deep distress, knock and find 
out’: so the Baba said to one of his devotees. 

Thus came about the deep acquaintance between the Baba and 
the two Babul brothers. Of course, what happened may appear 
supernatural, and probably was; but to look at only its supernatural- 
ness is really to miss the most significant point of the Baba’s life, 
which was to do what comes naturally. 

The custom in those days was that a holy man read some 
incantation or did something that was peculiar to him; in this case, 
the Baba with his long stick, waved it over the child and said: ‘‘My 
dear fellows, now the pain will disappear. ‘The abscess will burst of 
itself:”? and so it did. That night the boil burst, the pain was relieved, 
and the child began laughing and jumping: a type of situation which 
the Baba enjoyed with all his being. 

Now it is the humanism of it all—a man standing stock still, when 
he hears a call of distress, and moving to relieve it in whatever way 
it comes to him, and enjoys the simple happiness of another—it is this 
that is a remarkable trait: not the waving of a stick and the abscess, 
bursting; these are nothing extraordinary; what is extraordinary is 
the man in question, who has a heart that feels in all its depth and 
acts, sometimes simply, sometimes complexly, but he acts and does 
not pass by, like most of us. 

Take another simple case, that of the old Sardar Issar Singh and 
his wife Basant Kaur, who even now serve. the darbar at Bhilwara, 
taking care of the cattle and the garden, as they did at Bhiria under 
Baba Hariram. While thus working in the field, Issar Singh was 
struck with a poisonous thorn and his foot’ got gangrenous. What 
would any one of us have done under such circumstances; and what 
did the Baba do? First, he thought of sending Issar Singh to Karachi 
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for treatment, but fearing that there would be nobody there to take 
proper care of him, he got him admitted to the hospital at Tharu- 
shah. Doctor Choithram in charge of the hospital decided to 
amputate Issar Singh’s leg. 

The Baba’s reaction was characteristic: ‘‘Doctor! How then will 
he earn his livelihood? Will you keep and feed him?” The doctor 
knew that in the presence of the Master, he had no option but to try 
out all alternative possibilities; and Issar Singh got well and devotees 
began to applaud the Baba’s supernatural powers, not his extraordi- 
nary humanism, which was there to copy: that was the Baba’s 
intention. 

In fact, Baba Hariram’s central objective appears to have been to 
teach the common people to react compassionately to the daily 
demands of life. Once, one Maharaj Teka Rai Bhatt (now living at 
Indore) came to Baba Hariram at Tharushah and gave to under- 
stand that he could not even afford milk for hischildren. Without a 
second’s thought, the Baba said: “If you can take care of a cow, take 
one from here.”” The Bhatt drove away a recently-delivered cow; 
and the Baba did not shed a tear at the loss. In fact, true to his 
character, he might as well have laughed and cut a joke at the 
humanity of human beings! 

Yes, it is true that not unoften, the Baba’s supernatural powers 
came into play, particularly when a superabundance of affection for 
the person concerned reacted with the call of suffering, but all this 
happened in a characteristically human way. 

Sri Charandas Thakurdas Gursahani* of Bhiria (at present at 
Bombay) had friendly relations with the Baba ofa rather intimate 
character. He was transferred to Nawabshah after 9 years’ service 
at Karachi; and there he fell very sick. He used to visit the Baba 
often on normal occasions, but this time, he needed him: ‘‘Look at 
the Saint. I go to him regularly. Now I’ve been on sick bed for 
15 days and he has not cared to call.” 

The morning came with a knock at the door: ““Now how can we 


forget you? We were blessing you from there, but when you called, : 
how could we resist coming? We shall leave, only after you feel 


satiated. ...”’ 


And then the Baba felt him all over, read out to him the Gurbani 
and asked him to drink the consecrated water: “Take 7 grains of 


* Author of Baba Hariram’s biography. 
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black pepper every day with water, the first thing in the morning, 
and you'll have a long, healthy life!’ How human, not how 
supernatural! 

In fact, the most plausible explanation of whatever supernatural- 
ism the devotees perceived in Baba Hariram was the fact that his 
inner springs of being were worked by powerful humanistic instincts: 
from there arose the instantaneous response to the call of suffering, as 
also all the powers and resources needed to relieve it; and because 
he was essentially free from attachment, he came to be gifted with 
an unusual type of wisdom, essential to resolve intractable problems 
of human relations, and then to treat them with such banter that 
could make men laugh and feel truly relaxed and happy. 

Here sure was spirit working but that spirit was essentially human 
in its depths; and if we could be truly that, then we shall have all 
the powers that we commonly regard as supernatural. 

How each incident of love really reflected at the same time the 
Baba’s response to human misery, his wisdom to tackle it effectively, 
the humour with which it was done, and the strange spiritual com- 
munion it threw up in sharp contrast to the drab mundaneness of 
common life, is shown effectively by a story of real life, related by 
Vishindas Awatrai Lalvani, originally of Pir jo Goth in Sind, 
now living at Bombay. His sister was married in the late thirties to 
the famous Seth Tirathdas of Gambat. Tirathdas was rich and had a 
temper. He had his way of life which made his wife and also her 
parents, pretty miserable. He wanted to get rid of his wife so that 
he could enjoy life in his own manner. 

Baba Hariram’s philosophy was just the opposite: how he worked 
it and transformed Tirathdas’s life has been related in ‘An Expla- 
nation’. 

That supernatural powers came to be perceived or exhibited in 
the process, is not the material point. The response to distress is it- 
self a spiritual phenomenon. Matter itself is dead to emotion. When 
it becomes surcharged, as in the phenomenon of life, with the 
capacity for feeling, it exhibits, at the limit, in such personalities, as 
Baba Hariram, powers of body and mind that appear singularly 
unusual, and therefore supernatural. They are powers, natural to 
such highly charged individuals. 

In the author’s humble opinion, what needs to be stressed about 
the personality of Baba Hariram, is his sheer greatness as a man— 
his humility, his deep feeling for any one in distress at any time, his 


- 
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courage, his organizing ability to get things through, his superabun- 
dant affection that went along with it, not his appearance or disap- 
pearance into the blue. 

Such material is available in the form of thousands of what are 
called real stories. ‘They probably are, but what is forgotten is that 
Baba Hariram himself regarded all this supposed Reality (karamat, . 
as he called it) as a negation of the will of God, as the very seat of 
hell. 

Nevertheless, such stories continue to be recounted, despite the 
fact that the Baba himself discounted them. He knew and said that 
these were superficial phenomena, that real fakirs never indulged in 
them, and that they are liable to be twisted to evil ends. 

The principal sources of material on which I have relied for this 
life story of Baba Hariram are those of Charandas Gursahani, Kamal 
Pyasi, and some intimate material furnished by HJK, partly his own 
experiences, some of Baba Shewaram’s and some of other devotees. 

All begin by stating Baba Hariram’s basic philosophy, which is 
hostile to all exhibition of spiritual powers; nonetheless, in no time, 
they settle down to recollecting such experiences, as the only test of 
the Baba’s greatness. 

Probably, nothing could be more foreign to Baba’s own ideas, 
which were simple and straightforward and just plain human: it is 
this extraordinary element of humanism that constitutes the real 
greatness of Baba Hariram. 

This chapter begins with how as a mere passer-by, Baba Hariram. 
reacted to the heart-rending cries of a child, he did not know. It 
might as well end with another such simple story, which brings out 
his singular courage, thoughtfulness and magnanimity. This is a 
real story of the thirties, when there were floods in Bhiria: Baba 
Hariram was in charge of the Bhiria Darbar, with Baba Shewaram 
as his second-in-charge. This is how the latter recalls it: ‘In 1930-31, 
many villages of Sahiti were over-run by floods, drowning thousands 
of households and holdings. For Baba Hariram, there was no rest, 
night or day, with stick in one hand and his peasant’s shoes in the 
other, he would just go over the drenched areas, from one place to 
another, helping the helpless. ... | 

“For quite sometime, he would just ferry between Bhiria and 
Tharushah looking after the common cultivators. At the same time, 
he organized the powerful landlords of the area—Sayad Murad Ali 
Shah and Sayad Arab Shah—to assist the needy and the helpless. 


20 The Call of Distress 


He mustered the common people—both Hindu and Muslim—to 
build protective embankments, which saved the two cities of Bhiria 
and Tharushah, from the ravages of flood. ... 

“Once an incident happened which deserves to be recorded. 
Behind the darbar was a Depression which got filled with flood water, 
reaching a level where there was a regular current of water. ‘This 
was rather dangerous for the inhabitants of the area. The Baba got 
an embankment raised and placed volunteers for warning signals to 
passers-by. Once he himself was on guard duty and what he saw 
moved him: a child sticking on to a log of wood, was floating away 
in the current. 

“His brain worked. Where could it go but into what was now a 
narrow passage out of the Depression? He moved swiftly and 
organized a rescue party, himself at the head of it: as the log came 
to the narrow passage, it was lifted out with a three-year child 
shrieking in terror. It appeared to be a Muslim child: nevertheless, 
without a second’s thought, the Baba took it in the shelter of what 
was essentially a Hindu temple and ashram. Then it was handed 
over to the custody of a Muslim landlord, Sayad Murad Ali Shah. 
She was named as Jeeni Bai, significant of the new life granted to 
her. She often used to visit Baba Hariram, whom she regarded and 
called, her guru. The girl grew up and the Baba requested the 
Sayad to find a groom for her, and when the wedding came, the 
Baba gave Rs. 1500 as dowry! ...” 

This is the man, about whom we write; and this is one of many 
stories of Baba Hariram’s real greatness. In fact, the author has 
reason to believe that while the supernatural doings of the Master are 
recorded in thousands, such daily doings, recorded and unrecorded 
must be in their millions! 


CHAPTER SIX 


THE ESOTERIC 


WE HAVE SO FAR AVOIDED DEALING WITH THE ESOTERIC AND THE 
supernatural in the life of Baba Hariram, for the very simple reason 
that in the author’s opinion, these factors attract attention to what 
was really peripheral in the Baba’s life. 

The outstanding fact really was that he was a very uncommon 
type of sadhu, free entirely—and free with a bang and a banter—from 
the twin attachments of the maya—woman and money (kamkanchan); 
nevertheless he made the darbar an integral part of the social life of 
Sahiti, particularly the Bhiria-Tharushah region; and from the 
vantage point of total detachment, he powerfully influenced the 
course of common life into what he considered the right course of 
action: to perform all the duties of a householder in the love and 
remembrance of God. 

There is substantial evidence, even now, that his success was 
remarkable; and that he did influence a number of lives powerfully 
and in the right direction. 

In the course of time, however, the central teaching of the Master 
that the life of the householder, whether man or woman, earning his 
bread in the sweat of his brow, working with his body and reciting 
the Bant with his mind and mouth, being an ideal one, has become 
blurred and overlaid with the esoteric and the supernatural. 

It is true that the Master often expressed himself in esoteric 
language, and did many things which had all the appearance of a 
spiritual performance. Usually, this happened, as we have seen, when 
there was a ‘call of distress’. It also occurred, when a devotee just 
cried out of the passion of his heart, longing for the Master’s personal 
affection. He was at his best, when both the factors combined. 

Sometimes it was a totally innocent phenomenon, as we shall see 
in one case, when beautiful roses suddenly appeared from the 
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Sukkur garden, a hundred miles away. He was a man of his own 
spirit with its own life force, sometimes having innocent fun, like a 
child at play. 

Then there were also jinns and ghosts to be dealt with, because 
the social atmosphere of the time was full of them. He would him- 
self relate stories to make men laugh, and treated the jinns them- 
selves with quite a banter, and with his stick! 

The fact of the matter was that Baba Hariram did everything in 
a clean and straightfoward manner. There never was anything 
underhand in anything he did. He never was involved with woman 
or money. His only concern, from moment to moment, was to make 
men happy, to make them laugh, to contribute to their welfare, in 
ways big and small, both here and _ hereafter.. He did try to enrich 
the darbar so that every one could freely share in its bounty: that 
was his only indulgence. 

This was his basic nature: to be helpful to whoever came along 
in whatever way he could, so that there was naturalness in his be- 
haviour; and the esoteric and the supernatural were part of the game 
in the natural flow of the Baba’s life. Since there was no element 
whatsoever of greed or self-seeking, everything was taken in its stride; 
and those who benefitted, thought greatly of him, and talked of his 
spiritual powers, but to him, just sheer goodness straight from the 
heart was an integral part of his nature, as we can see from available 
accounts. 3 

There was one pious householder, Yarachand ‘Tirathdas by 
name, living in Tharushah. Actually he spent most of his time on 
his farm in a spirit of renunciation; there Baba Hariram used to visit 
him, and they shared their spiritual life in company. Once when the 
Baba came, Bhai Tarachand was not there. As this was also a sort 
of spiritual home for the Baba, so he settled down, slept there for the 
night, and in the morning, started his usual routine. Bhai Tarachand, 
when he came, was naturally happy to see all this; but an explana- 
tion was necessary for his absence: “Sir, Tahil, my nephew, is very 
serious. On this account I had to be there.” ‘‘So the boy has so 
much suffering as to deviate you from this path of renunciation’’: the 
Baba said. “Sir, he is within the sphere of the Lord. With compas- 
sion, you may kindly remove his suffering.”’ 

Baba gave him some consecrated water: ‘‘Put this into the mouth 
of the child. God will make everything allright.”’ It is said, Tahil 
got well and was presented by his father as a disciple to Baba 
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Hariram. ‘Tahil had a very sweet voice. Baba gave him a harmo- 
nium, which he had received as a present from Saint Chandan Das 
Paramhansa of Amritsar. ‘“‘Tahil,” the Baba said: ‘this is your 
harmonium, you have a sweet voice. Now, before the Guru, sing the 
Gurbani, day and night.’’ And so he did: what appeared in the be- 
ginning as supernatural became part of the natural order of things, 
and was always so in the life of Baba Hariram. 

He had the magic to make a man out of anybody. One Diwan 
Verhomal Zaukiram Notani of Bhiria presented his idiot son—Phatu 
—to the darbar, as was the custom of those days. That the Baba 
should have accepted this present, knowing that it could be a terrible 
liability, requires an explanation; and that could only be that the 
Baba had a premonition that Phatu had spiritual metal in him, and 
he showed it, when the Baba polished him, night and day. 

At the time of his entry into the darbar, Phatu’s tongue was stick- 
ing out, like a dog’s. Under the Baba’s patient guidance, Phatu’s 
physical appearance improved; and he even learnt to recite the Banz, 
though in a tattered voice: ‘‘God will see to it that he makes it:”’ the 
Baba used to say. 

And so it happened: Phatu became a realized fakir, a true 
sanyast. He would give away the clothes presented to him. As a 
sadhu, he was known as Bhai Gangaram. At the age of 22, he totally 
renounced the world; but even long before that, he was a man of 
known spiritual powers. 

And, Baba Hariram, with his usual zest for life, wanted people 
to enjoy this simple demonstration of spiritual power: once there 
were large crowds attending the satsang at ‘Tharushah: Baba Hari- 
ram was dilating on a vachan, which he had taken from the Guru 
Granth Sahib. Bhai Phatu was also in the audience but he was ab- 
sorbed in deep meditation. By his side was sitting a hakeem, known 
for his wisdom, his medica! skill and his piety. Suddenly, out of the 
blue, the Baba shouted to Phatu: “Bhai Phatu, by your side, sits a 
hakeem. Will you feel his pulse, and say what disease he suffers 
from? ...”? The Baba shouted thrice: each time, Phatu would open his 
eyes, look at the hakeem, and go into meditation. ‘The third time, he 
knew that Baba would not stand it any longer. So he said: “‘Sir, you 
know it all. The hakeem suffers from a deep disease. He comes daily 
for the satsang, but his mind is elsewhere. He thinks of his home, 
whether the cows have returned from the woods; whether the calf is 
properly tied and the cow may not lose all its milk, etc.’’ The hakeem 


94 The Esoteric 


confirmed the truth of it all! 

Till the end, Phatu used to sing a song: ‘The string of life does 
not seem to end;” and people used to enjoy it. 

That an idiot urchin should be built up physically and spiritually 
to become an accomplished sadhu, was the handiwork of Baba 
Hariram. 

It looked as though that in whatever was to be done, Baba Hari- 
ram could be counted upon. This revealed itself early in his spiritual 
career in many ways. When he was associated with Saint Sadhuram, 
the latter had a big idea, about a substantial hermitage where sadhus 
could live comfortably and the mass of the people could also profit by 
their company and teachings. So he mooted the proposition to Baba 
Hariram: 

** '..We can this way put the darbar’s savings to good use. You 
must be having a lot of cash which we can put to good use!” 

The Baba enjoyed this situation immensely, as was his nature: he 
had only Rs 300! He did not conceal the truth, but at the same time 
said: ‘“‘Sir, spend generously with all your heart. You order: all the 
steel and other materials will be laid out before you. With Swami 
Ram Pershad, we shall go to Karachi.” 

So a list was drawn up and the two went to Karachi. They visi- 
ted the steel stockyards, among them, that of Hermman Mohatta. 
An old disciple of Baba Hariram happened to be there at the same 
time, and he was happily surprised: ‘Sir, when did you come to 
Karachi? How are you to be found in this steel stockyard?” The 
Baba told him the story. The disciple turned round to the Manager: 
‘¢ _.. Whatever steel the Saint orders may please be despatched to his 
address on our account. We shall pay the bill. ...”” To the Baba, he 
s aid: ‘‘Sir, be pleased to accept this little service.” 

Such occurrences are natural in the life of a sadhu, but surely, it 
would be vain to deny a spiritural colour to these happenings. 

One thing was certain: he could see through, as through glass; 
and when love prompted him, he could forewarn. Baba Hariram 
and Diwan Thakurdas (father of Baba MHariram’s biographer, 
Charandas) were contemporaries and spiritual comrades. Both had 
in fact studied together under Baba Kriparam. It was his habit, 
whenever Thakurdas came to Bhiria, first to visit the darbar and pay 
his respects to the Baba, before going home. Even daily, whenever 
he was at Bhiria, Thakurdas would spend most of his time with 
Baba. One day it so happened, he could not go to meet him, as he 
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had a little cold. That was some time in February 1934. A little fever 
developed. Charandas happened to come to Bhiria on a few day’s 
leave. Baba called him: ‘‘My boy, our comrade is now making pre- 
parations for departure;”’ Baba said it with a heavy heart, and added: 
**... but not today. Nevertheless, be careful and look after him, day 
and night. .... From 12 midnight, keep awake. The following day at 
3 a.m., our friend, free from all the entanglements of maya, will start 
on his eternal journey. ...”” 

Charandas was thunderstruck, for there appeared nothing imme- 
diately disastrous in the appearance of his father. There were no 
signs of impending departure. Next day, however, fever became 
pneumonia. ‘The old man appeared cheerful. He was talking and 
laughing, but when his wife was not present, he would call his son: 
“My dear boy, when the oil lamp is about to go off, its flame sud- 
denly brightens: this shine that you see now is of that moment. Be 
awake tonight. I shall bid you all goodbye early morning. Serve 
your mother with love and take care of your younger brothers. My 
blessing to you all.”’ 

Apparently he was unaware of what the Baba had already said. 
He then called his wife and in his own manner, informed her of his 
impending departure. Yet Charandas did not see any signs that 
the end was so near, except that Baba came to them two-three times 
that day, which was rather very exceptional; and the two would hold 
a spiritual communion in soft whispers. ‘“‘They would not allow me 
to sit.’ So records Charandas: “It was 11 ’o clock in the night. 
Baba came and looking at his friend, hinted to me that the end was 
approaching. Soon the turn will come. ‘We shall ourselves recite the 
Sukhmant before our beloved friend as the end approaches.’ And so it 
was. At 2 ’o clock, out of the blue hiccups began. Baba turned up 
again at the appropriate time and began reading with clarity, the 
text of the Sukhmant. When he came to the end of it, Baba recited the 
last stanza three times, he put the sacred Ganga water in his mouth, 
asked him to repeat Hare Ram three times. ... my father said it 
softly, folded his hands in the sign of goodbye, and precisely at the 
hour of 3, 22 February 1934, he left .... with Baba beside him, 
shedding tears!”’ 

This was greatness: sure, it had an esoteric colour, but its greater 
significance lies in the fact of the Baba being an ‘absolute friend’. 
Among all the stories told of the Baba, this is among the most credi- 
ble, and the most touching. No wonder that Charandas has written 
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a rhapsody on Baba Hariram! 

A far stranger story of the Baba’s greatness as a friend, is related 
about his touching relationship with his peasant-cultivator. ‘The poor 
man was involved in a murder case, and he stood in danger of his 
life, because the conviction appeared almost certain. One day, as the 
Baba was sitting in the darbar, he suddenly got up, put on his shoes, 
took the stick and began walking out. Asked, he said: ‘Our culti- 
vator Ak Lothru is coming out, released: we are going out to wel- 
come him.” 

How many people would do that? A sadhu going out to put his 
arms round a very common man, a man accused of murder: such 
was the moral courage of Baba Hariram. 

His was a life of the spirit; therefore such conduct, which appears 
to us extraordinary, was normal and natural to him. 

To such men, powers come from the vast storehouse of nature. 
Their greatness does not depend on those powers, but on the use they 
make of the powers. 

Often the exercise of such powers was most innocent, as, for 
example, in the story related by Gobindram Khatansingh Hingorani 
of Tharushah (now of Jabalpur), who was waiting outside, while 
Baba was resting inside: ‘““Gobindram, come in. Our rest will go on 
for some time. How long will you keep out in this hot weather? ...” 
In fact such type of knowledge went much farther in the case of 
Baba Hariram, as we have seen. 

The same gentleman, Gobindram Hingorani, tells another story 
of far greater significance, but with the same import, of the Baba 
having advance knowledge of what was going to happen. In 1940, 
Gobindram’s son died. He happened to meet the Baba at Manjhand; 
and there was natural inquiry about the boy. Gobindram would not 
say a word. Baba went into thought for a few minutes! “My friend, 
don’t worry. You will get back what you’ve lost.’? After 12 months, 
a son was bornto him. ‘The Baba came and said: “A load has been 
lifted off our minds.”’ This was a friend speaking. 

And that was his most endearing trait. Among Baba’s most 
affectionate devotees was Iddandas Mulchand Karira of Tharu- 
Shah. He _ used to live at Karachi, and whenever Baba visited 
Karachi, he ‘stayed with Iddandas. Once, on such an occasion, 
Iddandas, while bidding goodbye to Baba at Karachi Cantonment 
Station, began to weep. Baba took him to the end of the platform. 
Putting his arms round Iddandas, Baba said: “Iddan, sorrow and 
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joy are natural to the body. Do not worry. Whenever you remember 
us, we shall come to you. ...”’ 

One evening, as Iddandas was sitting on a bench behind his 
house, he felt a hankering for the Baba. Next morning, there was a 
telephone call that the Baba had arrived at Karachi and was stay- 
ing at a particular place. Iddandas records that this happened quite 
a few times in his life. 

It was really this aspect of goodwill and affection which stands 
out markedly in any analysis of the life of Baba Hariram. Such 
happenings as recorded below were common occurrences. Once a 
gentleman of Khairpur Mirs and his wife came with a child of 4-5 
years: “Sir, this child cannot walk, nor can he squat properly. Kindly 
bless him.” 

With this request, the couple came frequently to the darbar, with 
great devotion. After some time, Baba said to them: “Friends, 
don’t worry. Read the Bani regularly, and everything will become 
easy. The suffering of the child will end after two years: he will 
begin to walk. ...”’ 

Two years passed, and apparently, the condition of the child 
remained the same. So the couple came back with the same com- 
plaint. 

The Baba laughed: “‘Now the boy is pretending!’ Turning to 
the boy, the Baba said: “‘You look like a lion. Get up and take this 
stick of ours, and run. ...”’ And that’s what happened. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


BABA’S HUMOUR 


BEHNID HIS ROUGH EXTERIOR, THE BABA WAS REALLY A MAN OF 
tremendous humour. In fact so full was he of laughter that even in 
ordinary letters, there was something at which a man would laugh. 
In the letter, for example, to Sri Jaikrishin Gursahani, he wrote: 
“‘We remember you very much along with your mangoes. ...” In 
fact he used to call him the son of a mango. 

It appears as though he would not like to miss an 
opportunity of causing laughter at almost any moment and almost 
on any occasion. There is a story related by Professor Gobind 
Abichandani of Gandhidham College. He used to live with his 
parents at Nawabshah. His father was out of station for quite some 
time on account of some work. A letter was received that he would 
be arriving on a particular day. Gobind’s mother was naturally 
happy and she sent him to receive his father at the station. Gobind 
went but could not find his father, came home rather disappointed 
and his mother was naturally disturbed. At the time, Baba was at 
Nawabshah, so Gobind went along with his mother to Baba Hariram. 
As soon as he saw them, he shouted: ‘‘Look at these women. ‘Their 
husbands are at home while the women are searching them all over 
the world....’’ When Gobind and his mother returned home, they 
found that the gentleman had arrived. It appears that he moved 
out of the station fast enough and on the way dropped in at a rela- 
tive’s house. 

There is another story related by Gope Tarachand Notani, now 
of Indore. His father Tarachand was a post master, and he got 
seven daughters at a stretch. In those days this was considered a 
disgrace: so many daughters without a son! One day she cried out in 
her heart of hearts to Baba Hariram to do something about this 
condition of hers. Suddenly there was a knock at the door and the 
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Baba came in. He was duly received and immediately said: ““Today 
we shall dine with you. You have got millet and brinjal. Quickly, 
prepare a meal.” 

With great joy, he had a dinner with these people and at the end 
of it he presented them a mango. They got ason after some time. 
The Baba came again and he presented them an apple. They got 
another son. ‘Third time, he gave them a rose flower and they got a 
third son. After this the drama was compiete: “‘Now you must stop 
because you have fed me with brinjal and got three sons. ...” 

One day, a couple came to Baba Hariram at his garden cottage 
in Tharushah. They had of course come to be blessed with a child 
because they had none after ten years of married life. Looking at 
the man he found that his moustache had been shaved. So, the Baba 
smiled and said: ““You have shaved off your moustache, so what can 
we ask you? You think I am a Baba who is carrying round children 
for distribution. Go and worship your god and goddess at home. 
Serve and please your parents. ...”’ 

There were particular instructions for the woman: “‘Grind flour 
with your hands, bake your own bread, put butter on it and feed 
your father-in-law and mother-in-law and get their blessings. If at 
Karachi you do not have a grinding stone, purchase it from here. 
Go and serve your people and you will get your fruit. ...”” They got 
a boy after a year or so. He wasnamed as the son of the grinding 
stone. 

The brother-in-law of Kishin Wadhwani, Ramchand Malkani, met 
Baba Hariram at the house of Diwan Dharamdas Hingorani. His 
newly married wife was with him and Baba was at that time prepar- 
ing some sort of a thread. Soa secret desire arose in the mind of 
Ramchand Malkani that he should get the thread. After the Baba 
had finished and given it some knots, he called Ramchand: “Rama, 


this thread I have prepared especially for you. ...”” The thread had 
five knots and Ramchand Malkani got five children, 2 sons and 3 
daughters. 


Akin to his sense of humour was the joy Baba obtained by 
making men and women happy in a very simple manner. 

Once a woman came to Baba Hariram and with folded hands 
made a request for a child. ‘The Baba laughed: “O mother, do you 
think that in this darbar I am carving out children, so that I can give 
one to you. Go and please your husband. What is it that we babas 
have got that you leave your home and come to us. ... Alright, alright, 
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get up quickly, go and serve your husband with heart and soul. 
God will fill your lap. ...” 


So in all affairs, whether gifting children or doing anything 
whatsoever, laughter was the way of Baba Hariram. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


ATTITUDE TO WOMEN 


AS SOON AS BABA HARIRAM CAME IN CHARGE OF THE DARBAR AT 
Bhiria, he barred the entry of women into the darbar. This was a 
rather unique phenomenon because the darbars in Sind were depen- 
dent largely on the small change received from almost moment to 
moment from the women of the town: some of the elite women often 
gave gifts on special occasions like marriage, birth, death, etc., which 
occurred frequently in one household or another. 

No darbar could afford to antagonise women, who also made _ use 
of their opportunity to treat the darbar as a sort of gossip club. 

Under such circumstances, to bar the doors of the darbar to the 
women of the township of Bhiria was something very unusual and 
was resented in the first instance as an affront to society. 

However, it is very easy to understand the rationale behind the 
Baba’s unique action once we are able to appreciate his basic philo- 
sophy: that was that the darbar is a place designed for the spiritual 
elevation of man. ‘Troubled by the criss-cross currents of life, the 
men come to the darbar for solace, for guidance, for spiritual uplift- 
ment. Ifthe darbar is a place for women’s gossip, it can be no place 
for spiritual elevation. | 

Secondly and more fundamentally, a sadhu incharge of a darbar 
or ashram is the soul of the place. To him woman in the aspect of 
sex is a mortal danger. He is a human being and often gets involved; 
and it is a fact of history that practically all the darbars in Sind 
suffered rather seriously from scandals about women. 

Whether true or not, this situation degraded the darbars and 
reduced their efficacy as places of spiritual life. 

All this, Baba Hariram knew: as we have analyzed elsewhere, 
he was a man of grim determination. He was under no circumstan- 
ces prepared to compromise his own spiritual life. We have seen, 
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how he had literally destroyed the sex in himself at an early age 
and he was equally determined to see that the darbar did function 
as a place of spiritual upliftment. 

So, women must be out: that was the darbar. He stopped 
women who used to come near the darbar to do obeisance to him. 

Baba Hariram’s attitude to woman had its origins in the 
philosophy inherited by him from his saintly father. It will be 
recalled that early in his childhood when he was gifted by his 
father and mother to Baba Kriparam at Bhiria he ran back home 
once or twice because he could not resist the pull of love for 
his father that filled his mind. His father who was a realized being, 
understood how the boy’s mind was being torn by conflict. First, of 
course, he was very stern with the boy but then he realized that 
such sternness would be hostile to spiritual fulfilment. Putting his 
arms round the boy in fond affection, he began instructing him 
into the love of the spirit and what its essentials were. 

He told him, inter alia: “The people who turn their faces away 
from the guru, are perpetually unsettled. Now you go from here, fall 
at the feet of the Master, and ask for forgiveness for leaving without 
permission. .. 

“But before going, take one lesson from me. Woman is the 
living spirit of the world of maya: money and gold are also its 
appearances, but they are dead matter, so that they do not attract 
as powerfully as woman, whom in your spiritual life you must regard 
as your principal enemy, and therefore keep away. ... ”’ 

This teaching of his own deeply spiritual father went right into 
the core of the boy’s heart; and throughout his life he stuck to his 
teachings, as fundamentally necessary to spiritual realization. 

So stubborn was he in the application of this principle that once 
he gave a sharp rebuke to his own successor Baba Shewaram. As 
the boy Shewaram used to sing very beautifully, so he wanted to go 
out to learn how to play the harmonium and acquire professional 
skill in music. The Master got wild: “Is it your idea to entice 
women? This is your place and this is the place which you must 
serve. You will get everything from here. ...”’ 

As a corrective, we must now look at the other side of the 
picture: at no time of his life and in no manner whatsoever Baba 
Hariram. showed in the slightest degree that women were hateful as 
such. In fact, he never asked any man or woman to renounce the 
life of the householder. On the contrary, he instructed and trained 
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men and women to lead a normal life, where the woman had cer- 
tainly her place of pride. 

Even stretching a little far, his attitude to normal sex life was 
one of blunt humour. Once, one of the devotees wanted to photo- 
graph him but the maharaj was allergic to being photographed. He 
did not want his photograph to be hung up or preserved but this 
devotee was rather adamant and terribly pacer sO a conver- 
sation began. 

Master: “What will you do with my photograph?” 

Devotee: ‘Sir, I will hang it up in my bedroom ... 

Master: “‘So that we shall be able to observe your Ramlila ...” 
That was the Man, rough as a raw peasant. 

Of course, in the retrospect, the teachings of the Master in the 
sort of society that has developed in the post-partition period, may 
appear medieval, and some may even Say irrelevant. 

However that may be, the author holds that they have a very 
particular relevance, precisely for the times we live in, for even those 
of us, who are involved with women and sex and things of the sort, 
know in our heart of hearts that we are being ruined in the process, 
but we can find no way out. 

The teachings of Baba Hariram do show a way out. The choice 
is ours whether we take it or leave it: Baba Hariram was only reitera- 
ting the teachings of the ancient Masters: ‘‘Like cotton and fire, so are 
man and woman. So that desire does not arise in the mind, even the 
father and the mother should not sit near each other for long, alone. 
Woman is not to be condemned, for she is a creator of great men, 
artists, renouncers, warriors and how can you call that inferior who 
produces princes? ... But time is important and man’s mind is 
powerful. It can even move the heart of the greatest yogi. It is only 
by reciting the Bani that one can keep the mind under control. ... 

‘For the women there can be only two gurus: one to whom she 
is married and the other is God himself. Apart from these two, for 
any woman to touch the feet of another or to take any manira or any- 
thing else from any man, is not warranted. Of course, for under- 
standing the truth of life, a woman can take instruction from a man 
of complete renunciation. 

/ “For the woman, her husband is the gurudeva: living: at home, 
/ serving her husband’s father and mother, her husband and their 
children, she can turn her home into a penta tae heaven. ...”’ 

So, for the housewife, the Master prescribed four things: 
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(t) grinding stone; 
(ii) the kitchen; 

(iit) a churner for butter; and 

(iv) spinning wheel. 

He said: ‘‘... a woman who runs her household in the love of 
these things, is a queen of the house. She will never be in want and 
no harm will come near her. ...” 

So the household was the field of battle for the woman; and the 
darbar and even its gardens were out of bounds. Some women how- 
ever came for the darshan of the Master, but he soon turned them 
back. 

However, there were some devoted women who asked for per- 
mission to work in the garden. To them he said: “‘Are you going to 
wield the spade or shovel?” 

There were some women who would persist and the Master did 
not want to waste any more time. So he asked them to go into the 
garden and clear it of all rubble. Some of them did it and others 
did not like the job and went home. 

Then there was the questionof money because to the darbars of 
Sind, women brought money and the elite women brought the 
influence of their men. 

In his heart of hearts the Master cared neither for money nor for 
influence. But, how was the darbar to go on without money or 
influence? 

The Master had his solutions. The only true thing, he said, is the 
the life of the spirit; and real influence is acquired only through it, and 
is wielded for the good of the devotees. That the Master was a man 
of power and influence, is amply testified both by his admirers, also 
by his detractors. There is universal acknowledgement that Baba 
Hariram was a man of enormous influence. 

So that problem was solved: there remained the question of 
money; and we have already recorded how sound his economics 
were: that the darbar must be independent of the money received 
from its devotees; on the contrary it must feed the devotees. 

We have seen that he organized the darbar as an agricultural 
estate. He acquired lands and with the products of those lands he 
used to feed generously every one who came to the darbar. 

The darbar therefore did not need women for any material pur- 
pose, whatsoever. 

Times have, of course, changed but it is possible that we are 
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drawing full circle, coming to realize that the Master’s teachings 
with regard to the true position and function of women might 
possibly be correct, and in fact may become the saving grace of life 
in the years to come. 


CHAPTER NINE 


THE JINN STORIES 


THE BABA’S DEALINGS WITH THE JINNS ARE SOME OF HIS MOST INTEREST- 
ing experiences. As we have seen, the jinns did not form an integral 
or important part of the life he led or the life he wanted people to 
lead. This had nothing to do with the jznns. 

But there was a tradition in Sind, a tradition of belief in jimns and 
ghosts; and practically every pir and fakir in Sind dealt with the jinns 
in one way or another: the ghost world was real. 

And the Bhiria Darbar had its own tradition. We have seen how 
from the time that information is available about the Bhiria Darbar, 
practically every mahant was supposed to have some sort of command 
over jinns. We have seen in the case of Baba Kriparam that early 
morning he used to be greeted by his jinns in quite a style; and the 
jinns used to draw water for him for having bath when there was 
nobody about. 

But Baba Hariram was a unique person, as we have seen, unique 
in the belief that the only true life was the life of the spirit: jinns and 
other beings of that sort were peripheral and must not be bothered 
about. In fact, the householder was instructed to keep clear of such 
things and to come for help or guidance in case of necessity; and he 
dealt with each situation in a very practical manner. 

It is in this context that we might go through what may be called 
the jinn stories, as they certainly were. It is said that Madandas 
Gulabrai Gursahani (now of Bhopal) came recently to the 
darbar and narrated this personal experience: he had a house at 
Bhiria. It had a large courtyard. In one corner’of the courtyard 
there was a fipal tree where jinns resided. At night, live burning 
coal would fall from the tree and even if they closed the doors, the 
people of the house heard that the jimns were going up and down 
the stairs so that they spent the whole night in terror. The father of 
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Madandas, Gulabrai Gursahani was a station master who was inti- 
mate with the Baba and related to him the fears under which they 
lived. The Baba came, and it is said that he tried to get command 
over the jinn, struggling for half an hour, reciting some mantras, etc. 
At the end of it he left the following instructions: “Keep a light 
burning at the foot of the tree, you will have no more trouble;’’ and 
there was no more trouble. 

Kishin Wadhwani (now of Delhi) relates several such experiences. 
His brother Dharamdas, when he was a small boy, lived with his 
grandmother at Bhiria. By the side of the house there was a small 
piece of garden land where the children used to play. One day 
shortly after breakfast, he ran out to play with the other children. As 
they were playing under a tree, suddenly Dharamdas began to cry. 
He developed a terrible headache and was not under control. 
They tried many remedies, but ultimately some wise woman 
advised the grandmother of Dharamdas to take the boy to the Baba 
as he alone could remove the influence of the jann. 

The problem was that the Baba would not tolerate any woman 
coming near him but there was no man available for the job. So, 
the old woman took courage in both hands and took the boy in 
her own lap carrying him to the darbar. But the Baba had gone to 
the garden and the devotees of the darbar advised the woman not to 
take the boy as the Baba would be rather unhappy about it. But 
this woman squatted right outside the darbar till the Baba came. 
The Baba was wild seeing a woman at the darbar. She told him 
that she came in great distress as there was no man at home; so she 
had to carry the child. She asked for forgiveness and relief for the 
child. Of course, the Baba, as usual, could not resist the call of dis- 
tress. He read some mantras; the boy stopped crying and had no more 
trouble. 

There is another of Kishin’s story. His father Diwan Dayaram 
was a station master at Balpat. While going from the station to his 
house, he felt like urinating and sat down near atree for the purpose. 
As he was getting up, he felt such pain in the back that he could not 
control himself. The station staff seeing him crying in distress, took 
him up and carried him to his residence. ‘They sent a telegram 
to his son ‘Tekchand at Sukkur where his family was. He was taken 
to Sukkur where he was bedridden. As he was a devotee of the 
Master, he sent his son Tekchand to Bhiria to bring the Master 
with himself. 
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The Master came and Dayaram had some relief but still his 
paralyzed arm had little strength in it. 

The Master, however, had to go back and what he said was very 
interesting: ‘‘This jinn is a stubborn rogue but there is nothing to 
worry about. ‘The rogue will return after one year. You telegraph 
us and we shall come.” 

Saying this, the Baba returned to Bhiria. And after some days 
he wrote a letter to Dayaram: “‘Dayaram, now you can go and wield 
your pen.’ Next day Dayaram applied for resumption of duty and 
he got a good station. He had no trouble for the time being, though 
in putting on his coat he had to have somebody’s assistance but he 
carried on the work of the station and his material condition began 
to improve. 

Precisely after one year when Dayaram was sitting with his in- 
laws at Rohri, he got the same type of pain at midnight and 
became unconscious. Remembering what the Baba had = said 
about sending him a telegram whenever he was in distress, something 
fantastic happened. ‘There was a knock at the door and the Baba 
appeared. Smiling, he said: ‘“‘We have come by this train and after 
seeing the Diwan we shall go back by the next train.” For some time 
the Baba sat by the side of Dayaram reciting the Bani from which he 
got great relief. 

Then the Baba suddenly disappeared. All were surprised: how 
the Baba came and went; but afterwards Dayaram got no trouble of 
the same kind. 

Kishin Wadhwani’s sister Chaturi lived with her husband in a 
house which was considered the haunt of the jinns. Chaturi felt that 
the doors were opening and closing by themselves. Seeing this pheno- 
menon, she used to faint. One night in her sleep, she saw three 
figures standing before her: a yogi, a horse rider and a third in 
white dress. She got up crying and felt that an unknown force was 
riding over her. Hearing all this, Kishin who was a devotee of the 
Master, wrote the full account to him. ‘The Baba sent them a con- 
secrated thread. Wearing that thread Chaturi’s mind came into 
balance. Soon her husband was transferred to Hyderabad and the 
trouble disappeared. 

Tharumal Khattar (now of Rajkot) tells a story narrated by his 
father. His father Diwan Pohumal was a supervising tapedar at 
Naushahro. He was a devotee of the Master and several times he 
would come at night to spend what time he could with the Master 
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and return to duty in the morning. One day he was going from 
Naushahiro to Bhiria. There was a short cut to the darbar, but it went 
through a cremation ground. It was pitch dark: so Pohumal 
took the short cut. A friend of his warned him not to go through the 
cremation ground but to proceed along the main way. 

Pohumal replied: ‘‘The Baba is with me. He will protect me. 
Why will the jins try to trouble me?” 

So saying, he came near the cremation ground where he saw a 
very strange sight. Women dressed in red cloth, carrying burning 
torches in their hands were going round. ‘There was sweet music. ° 
This scene soon disappeared: he then saw terrific jinns struggling 
with weapons in their hands, shouting and even passing before the 
horse. 

Pohumal was in a state of fright. And he began to scream but he 
remembered the Master, took control of himself, began to recite the 
first stanza of the Zap Saheb, beginning with Satnam Sri Wahguru. 

As soon as he said this, he sighted the Baba riding a black horse, 
with a stick in his hand. He was coming towards him. 

Then all fear disappeared, and all the ghastly scenes too. 

The Baba came near him and said: ‘“‘My dear child, there is 
wealth even beneath the straw. In this world whatever has a name, 
is. inns are also there. We are always your companions. We shall 
respond to your call but never suffer from vanity. Hereafter do not 
bother about being late but do not take this barren route, take the 
broad road through the settled area; and do not get involved in the 
fan-fare of these strange beings. Alright, we are now going. You be 
careful. Recite the Rahras. The recitation of the Gurbant under any 
circumstances is helpful at any time even if you have your shoes on 
or even while riding horse, begin reciting the Bant.’? So saying, the 
Baba disappeared. Pohumal saw it was pitch dark all round but the 
_road was clear and there was a light guiding him. 

Reciting the Bani, he drove fast and came near the Master. 
One can therefore see that there was nothing esoteric about the 
behaviour of Baba even in respect of supernatural beings. He 
was normal and practical and we had better remember his teaching, 
not to bother about supernatural beings or happenings. 


CHAPTER TEN 


OTHER MYSTICAL STORIES 


GOING THROUGH THE MYSTICAL EXPERIENCES OF BABA HARIRAM, WE 
have found two common factors: in all these strange phenomena, 
the man was moved either by a tremendous feeling of affection or 
by a tremendous upsurge of innocent humour: sometimes it was 
both. 

Here we have taken those simple and innocent experiences in 
which along with the mystical, there was a deep sense of humour. 
Reference has already been made to the two Babul boys, Manu and 
Mithu Wadhwani (now of Bombay) who were at that time students 
of the D.J. Sind College, Karachi. As there was a mutual bond of 
affection between the Baba and the boys, they used to go and spend 
their vacation at the Bhiria Darbar. One day the Baba asked them 
that they should go and spend their time in clearing the rubble from 
an alkaline piece of land that he had come in possession of. It was 
summer, and everyone knows what a Sind summer could be, with 
temperature in the shade shooting up to 125° F. 

It was an open field and soon the boys felt terribly thirsty, with 
not a drop of water in sight, but the rule of the darbar was that work 
had to be finished, no matter what happened. 

It was a desperate situation: two thirsty boys working under oven 
conditions without any prospect of water in the foreseeable distance. 

Suddenly, out of the blue, they saw the Baba coming and he had 
in his hand a jug of water. He was coming, shouting and laughing: 
“Babul, we have come, take this jug of water, enjoy drinking and go 
back.” 

With innocent love calling, the Baba’s heart could never resist. 
The story goes that, Gulabrai Gursahani, a devotee of the Master, 
was station master at Tharushah. One day he felt strongly and liked 
to see him. He began to enquire where the Baba could be, and was 
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told that he had gone towards Bhiria. He hired a fonga and started 
for Bhiria. In his mind he was cogitating that if the Baba really 
loved him, then he must have his darshan on the road itself. He was 
still 4-5 kms. from Bhiria when he found the Baba coming across, 
riding a horse: ‘Now you can see me, Gulabrai, to your heart’s 
content, but for God’s sake, do not have this sort of desire again.” 
For a while the Baba could not resist the call of love, but he was 
really allergic to the exercise of spiritual power in any shape or 
form. 

We have already come across the story how the Baba appeared 
when an old woman was crying out for him from her sick bed; but 
we might as well recount it here. This is the experience related by 
Baba Shewaram, the successor to Baba Hariram, now established at 
Bhilwara. 

One midnight, Baba Shewaram records, he was asked to get up: 
“Please immediately prepare the mare for a ride. We have to go 
to Tharushah. The mother of Bachumal Gianchandani is dying. 
She is remembering us.”” The mare was got ready: Baba Hariram 
and Shewaram rode double and reached the house of Bachumal. 
They found him perched on the bonnet of his car, with the 
messenger ready to go and call Baba Hariram. 

When Diwan Jethanand Hemandas Bijlani was Deputy Collector 
at Larkana, he had taken leave to go to Karachi but on the way 
he wanted to meet Baba Hariram. As he was going wa Sukkur, 
he had a longing to see the Baba in the train itself. As the train 
reached Padidan Station, he saw a wonderful sight: the Baba was 
standing on the platform just opposite his compartment. It is 
significant that when the Baba entered the compartment and 
sat along with Jethanand Bijlani, he insisted that such experiences 
should be kept secret. 

Quite a few others shared the Baba’s affection in almost equal 
measure. Dadi Ratni, widow of the late Dr. B.B. Hingorani, used 
to tell many stories, which appeared highly credible because they 
are significant of what the Master stood for: ‘Answer a call of dis- 
tress, cost what it may.”’ 

Once Dr. and Mrs. Hingorani went to Jacobabad to visit certain 
relatives. All of a sudden the doctor became seriously sick. In her 
heart of hearts the woman began to cry: “‘Baba, at this hour of 
distress, come and help.’”” There was no telegram or communication. 
Next day the Baba was at Jacobabad, blessed his devotee and went off. 
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Under such circumstances, the Master was the Man. The mother 
of Lok Kimatrai Notani (now of Baroda) suddenly expired leaving 
Sachu, a baby boy, just delivered. It was nearly an impossible 
situation: this boy by the name Sachal began rapidly to deteriorate 
and the family who were devotees of the Baba began to cry in 
distress. hey heard a knock at the door, with the Baba enquiring: 
‘How is Sachal?”’ 

The story goes that the Baba gave them some consecrated water; 
and the miracle happened. 

Vishin Notani of Ratlam records an interesting experience. He 
was also a devotee of the Master. He had gone for his matriculation 
examination at Karachi. While answering the fourth paper, his 
attention was engrossed by a radio being played across the street. 
The supervisor went out of his way and got the radio silenced. But 
he did not expect to pass in this paper and no telegram was received 
as to his success. As he thought that he had failed, he went to 
see the Baba at his darbar. It was hot and the doors of the darbar were 
closed. Somehow he entered, went and sat down in one corner. 
The Baba who was having his rest, shouted: ‘“Who is there?” Vishin 
did not answer: this went on. The Baba got wild and shouted: 
*‘Who is here at this time disturbing us in our sleep?’ Nervously, 
Vishin answered as to his name and the reply came back: “You 
rogue, you have passed: so why have you come to disturb us at this 
time. ....”. Of course, the boy had passed. 

Lok Kimatrai of Baroda to whom a reference has earlier been 
made, records another interesting story. Once his mother had given 
him some mangoes as a present to be carried to the Master. ‘They 
were non-seasonal mangoes that had come from Quetta. At that 
time the Baba was at Tharushah: putting the mangoes in a bag, 
Lok arrived at Vharushah and found that the Baba was working in 
the garden. According to established practice, he went and worked 
with the Master in the garden, having kept the bag of mangoes in a 
corner. When dinner time came, the bell was given and all assem- 
bled for taking food. But Lok had forgotten the mangoes. The Baba 
shouted: ‘‘Lok, what about the mangoes that you have brought for 
us?”? All laughed. 

A similar experience is recorded by Tharumal Khattar, now 
of Rajkot. He also was living at Tharushah. One day he was going 
to Bhiria, he saw melons on the road. It was the season’s first fruit. 
So he selected two of the best melons, tied them ina piece of cloth 
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and took them to the cottage of the Master but on the way he passed 
by a place in which Swami Lila Shah was staying. So he pre- 
sented one melon to the Swami and he took the other melon for 
Baba. As he was approaching, the Baba began telling a devotee 
sitting by his side: “‘Look at the innocence of this devotee Tharu. He 
knows that we do not like melons. Yet he is bringing the same for 
us.” Again, according to the custom, Tharumal put away that 
piece of cloth in which there was a melon, and began pressing the 
legs of the Master. The Baba smiled and said: “Now why this 
delay? Take out the melon. My mouth is watering.” 

A still more interesting story is related by HJK. In 1945, 
along with the two Babul boys, he came from Karachi to Bhiria and 
found that the Baba had gone away to Tharushah. So they marched 
to Tharushah. All the baggage had to be carried over a distance of 
10 kms. The way was through the desert. 

The problem arose as to how to carry all this baggage across the 
desert road of 10 kms., without transport of any kind. They put 
their stick through the bags and carried as pedlars do but it would 
not carry them far. Suddenly they found that a man was going to 
Tharushah along with his donkey. So, they requested him to carry 
the luggage on his donkey. He asked as to where they were going 
and they replied that they were going to meet their guru at Tharu- 
shah. ‘The man had a sense of humour and he asked them: ‘‘What 
is this guru of yours who does not send even a donkey or two for all 
the trouble that you are taking?”’ But he carried the luggage, all 
the same. When they reached Tharushah, they found that the Baba 
was resting inside. Sc HJK quietly began pressing the legs of the 
Master. ‘The Baba asked and he answered as to his name. Then 
came the fun: “Hassa, what was the donkey-man telling you?”’ 

Dr. Vasumal Chetumal Mulchandani (now of Javad) still does 
not believe an actual experience that befell him. While he 
was at school, he used to spend most of his time at the darbar in 
company of Baba Hariram. Actually he used to live in his own 
village called Chanhee: to this village he used to go during vacation. 
But, without the company of his Master, he used to feel restless. 
Some time in 1938, inthe early morning hours as he was sitting in 
the temple of Bawa Vishanram, he could not resist the call of love for 
the Master: so he began to run and came straight on to the bridge of 
the Nasrat Canal. ‘This was about noon time. As he began looking 
around, he saw a car coming from Bhiria Road Station, with the 
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Baba inside! 

Another interesting experience of his was that one day the Master 
asked him to get the mare ready. ‘The mare was got ready and put 
up before the door of the darbar. An hour or two passed but there 
was no trace of the Master, coming out. Suddenly he found him 
sitting on a cot near the threshold; and in a handkerchief he had 
large rose flowers. He asked Vasumal to go and put back the mare. 
Vasumal was surprised to see the roses, for there were no such roses 
grown in the town of Bhiria. So he asked the next in command, 
Baba Shewaram who was intimate with the Master. BabaShewaram’s 
answer was: “Baba Hariram has brought these flowers from the 
Sukkur Barrage where he had gone to meet the Assistant Engineer 
of the area, Diwan Wadhumal Bhagia. He was remembering the 
Baba very much.” 

Another time, Vasumal was again asked to get the mare ready 
for going to the village of Chanhee. Vasumal got the mare ready, 
as usual. The Baba got on the mare and Vasumal went on foot. 
After some distance, outside the town, the Baba told him: “Vasu, 
in the darbar there are some sweetmeats lying in a little bag hanging 
from the roof. Take this mare and bring the sweetmeats for us. 
We shall be walking slowly.” 

The Baba got down and Vasumal went galloping and came up 
rapidly with the sweetmeats. But he could not find the Master 
on the road. From Bhiria to Chanhee was a distance of 10 kms. 
When Vasumal reached this village, he found that the Baba, 
all smeared with Multant mud paste was having his bath at the well 
outside the temple of Shiva! Such was the man. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


ad 


THE LOVE OF THE BANI 


PRACTICALLY ALL OF US HAVE SEEN SADHUS AND BABAS RECITING THE 
Gurbani day in and day out; and some of the recitations are certainly 
very sweet, but they convey little to the human mind: of course there 
are exceptions. 

From all accounts, Baba Hariram was, in this respect, an exception 
of a very extraordinary character. His attitude to the Gurbani was 
unique in all respects. He not only loved the Bant: he lived it. He set 
himself as a sentinel guard at the door of the darbar to hear who re-— 
cited the Bani and how he did it. The moment it went wrong, either 
in its intonation or expression; or there was the slightest feeling in his 
mind that the man was reading in an off-hand manner, not with the 
devotion that the Bani deserved, something buzzed in the Baba’s 
mind. He would either shout for correction or jump at the man for 
disrespect to what he considered as most worthy of respect. We have 
seen how he slapped his boy-devotee Charandas who later became 
his great biographer. 

This was, however, a small part of the story. We have noted how 
the Baba led a life of perpetual instruction. In this, the teachings of 
the Bani had a prime place: how it should get into the heart of man— 
every word of it and every nuance of. its meaning: how it shouid 
be recited, with the depth of emotion born out of feeling, and per- 
ception of the truth it contained. ) 

This personal teaching of the Bani, the Baba imparted literally to 
thousands of persons: this was the philosopher’s stone by which he 
transformed the lives of those who came in contact with him. 

And the Bani was his universal prescription for all. ailments, 
physical as well as mental. In fact, the Baba meant to convey that 
when a person recited the Bant, with all his soul and with all his 
heart, he called upon all the powers of the universe to assist him in 
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the path of life, whatever his trouble might be; and the fact is, as was 
widely experienced, that the troubles whether of life or job situations 
or just mental affliction, actually disappeared. 

It is in the opinion of the author, no supernatural phenomenon: it 
is normal and natural, and that is how the Baba operated his 
therapy. 

Often he said nothing more to anybody who came for advice: 
“Read the Bani with devotion and take seven grains of black pepper 
with water in the morning.”’ Of course, there were vast variations in 
the prescription sometimes, as we have seen: incantations, etc. 
Often he presented himself, when his heart was moved with terrific 
affection. 

But if we analyze Baba’s whole life, there was one common 
factor in all his prescriptions and advices: ‘“‘Read the Bani with 
devotion”’: that is in fact the relevance of the Master to the present 
age; psycho-therapy itself is converging towards the same solution: 
if a man’s mind is full with devotion and he recites the Bant with all 
his heart, his mind comes to peace and many of the troubles that 
afflict him, disappear. 

One of the most significant and touching stories concerning 
the Baba and the Gurbani is related by Lok Kimatrai Notani 
(now of Baroda). He was appearing for his matriculation exami- 
nation at Karachi. He was at Bhiria and his mother asked 
him to go and get the blessings of the Master and request him to 
take a vachan (randum selection) from the Gurbani. So he went to 
the darbar and said: ‘“‘Baba Saheb, kindly bless me and take a good 
vachan from the Bani so that I may pass.” 

The Baba smiled and called for a piece of crystal sugarcandy. 
He gave it to the boy and told him: “Now bite this and tell me 
where it is bitter!”” The boy was in a state of shock: “‘Sir, is sugar- 
candy ever bitter?’’ At that the Baba said: ‘‘In the same way the 
Bani of the Gurus, wherever you may read it, is always sweet.”’ 

Of course the boy passed but that is not the material point; the 
material point is the attitude of the Master to the Gurbant, which the 
devotees have to absorb and not its supernatural influence. 

He made the recitation of the Bani in the darbar both a routine 
and a reality. At the proper time the system would begin to work 
but never was it without feeling or meaning, when the Baba was 
involved or around. He himself would sit and hear or recite. On every 
full moon day he would take a vachan from the Gurbani and also 
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offer his heart-felt commentary either on renunciation or on devo- 
tion; and when he finished it, it was never routine. It is with feeling, 
he read the ardas (prayer) calling for the blessing of the Lord: ‘‘O 
my God, we have spent the day in peace and may it be that the 
night may also pass in peace. That is our prayer: understanding to 
all beings and bless them with devotion for true faith. Let all per- 
sons be pleased. Let the hearth be always warm and the store full, 
and let us sing the name of the Guru. ...”’ All this was before food 
was served and then all would sit down to partake of the same food 
including the Baba himself. 

Then after dinner, all the devotees of the darbar would sit down 
with the Master to perfect their command of the Gurbani; and he 
would say to them: ‘‘My dear boys, it is the Gurbani where you will 
find all the treasures of this world and that. Your welfare will be 
in proportion to your love for the Gurbant. In this wicked world, 
the Gurbani is the substitute for the Vedas, for in the short life that 
we have, how can anybody read the Vedas? All the principles of the 
Vedas are fully embodied in the Gurbani.” 

We have seen elsewhere that the Baba was reluctant to read the 
Gurbani outside the darbar; for there he had set the stage perfectly for 
a full and proper recitation of the Bani. If anyone asked him to read 
the Bani at his place, he would tell him: ‘“‘My dear fellow, in this 
epoch of kaliyuga, the recitation of the Bani is a mahayagya. We may 
do it at your place and we shall get some money and offerings, but 
you have not realized the greatness of the Bant. If it is to be read 
at home, it must be read with the proper discipline and in the proper 
atmosphere. It is the living revelation of the Guru. We have got 
ample space in the darbar itself. If you want it to be recited on your 
account, it should be in the darbar itself and you can come and _ hear 
it with love and devotion.”’ 

His idea was that the Guru Granth Sahib must enter the house as 
God enters: it should be truly worshipped with that devotion, 
if the man is to obtain the proper fruit of it. If such an attitude 
is not possible, it should not be done at home. 

We have seen how the Baba treated the great Diwan Kauromal 
Khilnani. He meant to say that Gurbant should never be read in 
a hasty or off-hand manner, just to gain money. It should be read 
slowly and with a feeling of pleasure, and therefore, it was his habit 
never to hurry up. Often he would recite it himself but if he asked 
any disciple to do it, he would never allow him to sit on the dais, 
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until and unless he had become perfect in the recitation and had 
been so tested. He would ask him to read sometime from one page 
and sometime from another and find out whether his recitation was 
sweet and meaningful. Above all, he insisted on clarity and shradha. 
Then alone the disciples would get an opportunity to read the 
Gurbani. 

We have seen how reading the Gurbant, the Master would offer 
his commentary on certain occasions. We may under this chapter 
recount two or three such commentaries.. Once, commenting on a 
sloka of the Gurbani the Master related the following story of Guru 
Arjun Dev: A devotee came to Guru Arjun Dev and with folded 
hands made the following request: ‘““SSweet Master, I am in a state of 
coufusion as to what path I may take in this world. There are 
some who tell me that I should marry and settle down as a house- 
holder; some advise renunciation and retirement to the forest and 
caves. Some say that I should become a Stkh of the Guru. I do not 
know what the correct path for me is: will you kindly advise?” 

The Guru told him that for some time he should remain at the 
darbar and hear the satsang. After a few days, the Guru called him 
and gave him a letter: ‘My dear boy, take this letter to the town of 
Gujarat in the Punjab. There is one of our Sikhs living there. 
Give him this letter and bring his reply.” 

So, the man started. It became dark on the way and hail and 
storm followed. He went and took refuge under a tree but the cold 
was terrible. There was a pair of birds sitting on the tree, who 
carried a spiritual background from their past lives. ‘They felt pity 
for the man and decided to set up a little fire in which one of them 
would burn itself as food for the pilgrim. The only trouble was that 
each one wanted to sacrifice itself alone. On this there was a lot of 
argument but ultimately both of them fell into the fire. The pilgrim 
warmed himself, ate the baked birds and felt relaxed. 

Inthe morning he set forward and found that there was a 
cottage of a sadhu who was in meditation. He was tired, so he sat 
down in the cottage. After sometime a devotee of the sadhu came. 
He put a silken cloth round the sadhu and kept before him some 
offerings of cash and sweets and then he went off. 

Soon afterwards another man came and took away all the 
offerings. But the sadhu remained at peace in his meditation. He was 
not tempted by the offerings nor affected by their deprivation. 

+ After some time the sadhu came back to normal consciousness, 


Baba Hariram : Saint of Sind 49 


and smilingly asked about the welfare of the pilgrim and gave him 
something to eat and drink. 

The man started on his journey again to the town of Gujarat. He 
found out the Szkh and gave him the letter. The Szkh was at that 
time repairing a torn shirt. But he read the letter, was very greatly 
pleased, welcomed the guest, and said to him: ‘‘You have come 
at the right time; after two days my beloved boy is marrying. You 
also enjoy the celebration. Now come along I will show you the 
house and all the preparations we have made. I would love to have 
your advice on what more should be done.’’ So he took him round 
and showed him rooms in which there were rich clothes and other 
valuable things but he hesitated to open one room. The man peeped 
in and found that there were complete preparations in that room 
for cremation. He was in a state of shock as to how in the same 
house and at the same time there could be preparations simulta- 
neously for marriage as well as death. So he stood confused. The Sikh 
told him: ‘‘My dear, there is no cause for confusion. Atthe same time 
both would be needed. At the last turn my boy would suddenly 
collapse and die. On account of his sudden death there would be 
terrific confusion and it will be difficult to get the material for cre- 
mation and therefore I have made advance preparation. ‘The body 
is mortal; the soul alone is eternal. It puts on one dress and then 
another. It is therefore futile to grieve. What is to happen must 
happen. ...” 

Actually this is what precisely happened. All were cast into 
grief but the StkA remained unperturbed, and this man remarked: 
‘““My dear, you have, in the service of the Guru, attained such power 
as to know what is going to happen. Since you knew already, why 
did you not pray to the Guru that he might grant life to your boy 
and save the innocent girl from widowhood? The Sikh replied with 
equanimity: ““My dear, this is the Lord’s pleasure. It is to the good 
of man to accept what falls to his lot. ...”’ 

The man then left the S7kh and went and gave the account to 
Guru Arjun Dev. The Guru told him: ‘“‘My dear, this is the answer 
to your questions. If you want to be a householder, be like the pair of 
birds who sacrificed themselves for the untimely guest. If you want 
to be a sadhu, be like the one you met on the way who was undis- 
turbed by want or desire. If you want to be a Sikh, be like the one 
whom you met in Gujarat, true and devoted.” 

Another time, the Master told a story of Guru Gobind Singh. 
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Once upon a time Guru Gobind Singh sent an order to his beloved 
Sikh Joga Singh asking him to come to the Guru in whatever condition 
he was. At that time the marriage of Joga Singh was taking place 
and when he was going round with the bride, the Guru’s peremptory 
message came. He stopped going round with his bride, asking his 
father and mother to complete the ceremony with the sword in his 
place. He came to the Guru along with the messenger. On the way 
his mind was filled with vanity as to what a great Sikh he was that he 
left his own marriage in the middle, in order to answer the call of 
the Guru. As night had fallen, he rested at a dharamsala, where in 
the neighbourhood there was a prostitute living. ‘That woman, 
fully adorning herself came and stood out. As soon as Joga Singh 
saw her, he became full of lust. After sometime, when all had gone 
to sleep, Joga Singh went to the house of the prostitute but he saw a 
guard outside her door and he had a gun. He thought that probably 
some officer had gone inside, so he returned. He went back again 
and saw the same scene. He could not sleep. But whenever he 
went to the prostitute’s house, he would find the same guard with 
the same gun till the dawn came. He took his bath, and riding a 
horse he came to the Guru and gave him an account of how he had 
left his marriage in the middle and came away in obedience to the 
Guru’s call. But he did not tell the Guru what had happened on 
the way. The Guru showed as if he was very tired and wanted to go 
to sleep. So yawning he told Joga Singh: ‘My dear, you are 
welcome. You have fulfilled your duty as a Sikh and we have 
also fulfilled our duty as a Guru, because we dressed ourselves as 
the soldier who for one full night stood guard at the door of the 
prostitute in order to protect the religion of the Szkh.”” Joga Singh, 
on hearing this, was all in tears. 

Thus lived the Master: and thus he taught the Bani day after 
day and night after night. In this, he knew no rest. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


A LIFE OF INSTRUCTION 


THE MOST REMARKABLE THING IN BABA’ HARIRAM WAS THAT HE 
lived a Life of Instruction. Whether laughing or talking or in 
silence or in meditation, whether awake or asleep, whether talking 
to householders or the edtte or discoursing to large congregations, he 
was a forceful instructor in the art of life. 

Recently a letter was received in the darbar at Bhilwara from Sri 
Chhabaldas (now of Bombay): *‘... I had gone to Bhiria in 1918 
where my sister was married to Sri Dayaram MKhubchand 
Khilnani.... I used to go to Baba Hariram in the company of my 
brother-in-law. Sometimes I used to press Baba’s legs and he be- 
came fond of me. Once he took me to the garden and walking 
under a mango tree, he said: ‘Chhabal, do you see this mango tree? 
If you give a blow to this mango tree, it gives you mangoes inreturn. 
... In the life of the world you must earn money but it must be by 
right means and for leading a good life. ... Earning money otherwise 
is like a sweet itch. ...’ 

“1 do not know what happened to me because when he placed 
his hand on my head, I began to feel the presence of God and began 
reciting the name of Rama. ... Continuing the talk, the Master said: 
‘In life, one must trade in terms of truth, if you want to make this 
birth and this life of yours fruitful. Then your fortune will shine 
out. In thistown, inthe bazaar there is one Bhagat Wadhuram. 
He has a grain shop. But he is a trader of truth. Go and see him 
and see how he trades. ...’ 

“Then Baba took me to the temple and from the temple door he 
pointed out the direction of the bazaar and indicated the shop of the 
honest trader. 

“... 1 bowed to the Master; he placed his hand on 
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my head and said: ‘You will never be unhappy: even in your 
dream you will not see sorrow. ...’ 

‘“‘So, with the blessing of the Master I came to the shop of Bhagat 
Wadhuram and I satthere. A cultivator came to sell his wheat 
and asked the Bhagat whether he would take it. ‘The Bhagat said: 
“Yes, I shall take 10 measures for a rupee’ and he gave the cultivator 
his measure. The cultivator measured out 10 times. The Bhagat gave 
him a rupee and he walked away. .., A customer came and asked 
for wheat. He said: ‘Yes, I shall give you 10 measures for one rupee 
and one anna’; and it went on like that till the shopkeeper had done 
a trade of Rs. 8 only. At that point he closed the shop and said 
that that was enough for him; if anyone wanted to buy or sell more 
wheat, there were other shops. 

“This is what I saw with my own eyes. This was 1918, and see- 
ing these two saintly persons, showed me the way of life. 

*«.,. Again, on another occasion, the Master said: ‘My dear boy, 
always live a modest life, with simple food and simple clothing. 
Earning one’s livelihood by right means is a great discipline and a 
great prayer. ... Even hearing evil about others is a sin; and in this 
sinfulness one cannot lead a life of prayer.’ 

“Leading my life on these principles which I learnt from Baba 
Hariram in 1918, I have been leading a happy and fruitful life. ...”’ 

Dozens of such stories are current about the conversations that 
Baba Hariram used to have with his beloved devotee Iddandas at 
Karachi where he used to go and stay with him, and give instruc- 
tions in right living and in right livelihood, the moral necessity to 
practise economy even when one has plenty, etc. 

Once walking with Vishindas, the Master saw water falling 
from a roof. In fact probably there were two such occasions—once 
when quantities of water were just flowing from the roof, falling on 
the ground and disappearing; another when the water was falling 
slowly, steadily and making a dent into even hard ground. ‘‘Vishna, 
do you see this? Such is the impression that is created on a mind 
when deep instruction is slowly given, time after time.” 

Instructions recorded above were given to appropriate persons 
on appropriate occasions, but even normally the Baba was a born 
teacher for the common people. Once he had gone to Sukkur 
where arrangements had been made for his stay with Diwan 
Asaram Wadhwani in the neighbourhood of the Wadhwanis, At 
night, Tekchand Wadhwani used to stay with Baba. He was popu- 
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larly known as Dingo. Two nights passed off peacefully but the third 
night there were loud noises heard at midnight. The Baba tried to 
awaken Tekchand: “Dinga, are you awake? What are these noises 
about? Are you not hearing? Bring a lamp to see what it is about.” 
It was a dark cold night. Dingo was a coward: so the Baba shouted 
at him. Ultimately he took out the lamp and began looking out. 
There were two storeys above the floor. The staircase was from out- 
side. The frightened Dingo came up to the staircase but he had 
not the courage to go up: so he came back and reported: ‘‘Sir, there 
is nothing.” 

After sometime the loud noises were heard again. The Baba 
asked: ‘“‘O Dinga, what did you see? Did you go upstairs? Now take 
this stick, go up and see what it is about.” 

Dingo took the stick and lamp and came out to the staircase. 
Again he had not the courage to go up. He just peeped out, came back 
and reported: “Sir, there is nothing outside.” 

Again the same phenomenon repeated itself and the Baba shou- 
ted: ‘“‘Dinga, take the lamp and stick, and go upstairs. The noises 
are coming from upstairs. Go and knock. If the door does not open, 
break it. You must see what the matter is about.”’ 

Dingo began to tremble but without saying a word he obeyed 
the order. Taking the name of Wahaguru, he went upstairs, reached 
the door and knocked but received no answer. Then he struck the 
door with the stick. Slowly the door opened. In that house there 
lived one Sri Pessumal. On enquiry he found that the old mother of 
Pessumal had suffered a fall while taking a bath at night and she 
had great pain. Dinga came down and gave the account to Baba who 
went up immediately and read an incantation over the old woman: 
she felt greatly relieved. The Baba came down and said: “O Dinga, 
if you live in a neighbourhood, then you must answer their call whe- 
ther in pain or pleasure. The neighbour is your father and mother.” 

As the devotees saw, the Baba had no special affection for the 
elite, but he knew how to treat a man according to his dignity and 
treated everybody with singular affection. We have seen how he 
jumped from his seat and walked out to welcome his peasant-culti- 
vator who was coming releazed from jail! 

But the elite were also treated with equal affection, each according 
to his own dignity. Once in Tharushah, Diwan (judge) Banha Singh 
Hingorani went to meet the Baba at the garden cottage. In those 
days, in the season of mangoes, he used to feed everybody with 
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mangoes; and along with sweet mangoes, he would feed them with 
fresh cow’s milk: what a man of taste he was, almost an artist in 
feeding people! He would fill small baked earthen pots with fresh 
cow’s milk and bind them at the top. These baked earthen pots are 
usually used, or were used in Sind at that time, in drawing water 
from wells. If milk was kept in such earthen pots, it would become 
very cool and automatically acquire a sweet flavour. 

So, in order to have a laugh, once when Banha Singh came to the 
garden cottage of Baba Hariram, he was given mangoes to eat, foll- 
owed by this milk. After he had finished, the Baba asked him: ‘‘My 
dear Diwan, was there sufficient sugar in the milk?” “‘Yes,”’ he re- 
plied. ‘‘The sugar was absolutely sufficient.”” The Baba retorted: ““My 
dear, there was absolutely no sugar in the milk. It was itself 
sweet....’” This caused huge laughter: above all a deep feeling got 
into the people as to how guests should be treated. 

On another occasion Diwan Banha Singh was fed with rice pulau 
prepared with mustard oil. After he was satisfied, the Baba asked 
him: ‘“‘My dear Diwan, what about the pulau?”’ He replied: “‘Sir, you 
have got cows and your own butter and milk. How will pulau not be 
tasty?’ ‘Nonsense,’ the Baba said. ‘“‘No question of ghee or butter: 
my dear Diwan, the pulau was prepared with mustard oil ...”” Diwan 
Banha Singh took the sample of putau home and told his family: 
“You are wasting butter. Just see how pulau tastes with oil. ...”’ 

Hundreds of examples can be cited how a large variety of 
people on innumerable occasions were fed by the Baba himself with 
milk, butter, porridge, each according to his own taste and require- 
ment; and ifa boy refused to take, the Baba would bang him. 
Once a landlord’s son refused to take butter-milk on grounds of 
health; the Baba went at him. “Are you a zamindar’s son or a bogus 
fellow? You take this butter-milk and the responsibility is ours.” 

In fact, he maintained large herds of cattle just to be able to 
feed people, without obligation of any kind, but just asa matter of 
instruction: a living example how people should live and treat each 
other, make each other happy, not miserable. 

He would advise people not to accumulate wealth but to put it back 
into the soil: “AJl wealth is dust, put dust into dust and then you 
feed yourself and feed all others. ...”? Such was his simple economics. 

Like all sadhus of his time, the Master abstained from meat 
and liquor. Such was the rigid discipline he practised, that he would 
not attend a marriage unless he made sure that there would be no 


Baba Hariram : Saint of Sind BO 


meat or liquor. Once he was invited to attend the marriage of a boy 
Ghumandas in the village of Dakhi. His special devotee, Tharumal, 
through whom the invitation was conveyed was also present at the 
time of the marriage. The maternal grandparents of the boy insisted 
on the preparation of meat. When the Baba came to know of it, he 
quietly walked off. He did not create a scene. He just walked away 
with his devotee Tharumal from Dakhi to Pad Idan Station, a dis- 
tance of 4-5 kms. and took the train to Tharushah. 

On another occasion, the marriage of Tharumal’s sister was _ tak- 
ing place at Halani. On the day following the marriage, the boy’s 
party insisted on meat. Luckily the boy himself refused to participate, 
saying that if meat was served, he would not go. It is of course said 
that that was Baba’s charisma but whatever it was, he was a power 
to be reckoned with. 

One of the significant teachings of the Master was the practice of 
economy by all, whether rich or poor. Two questions he always 
asked when his advice was sought on some new acquisition (i) Do 
you really need it? (ii) Have you the place to keep it? These lessons 
saved many householders from their small houses being cluttered 
with all sorts of unnecessary materials. 

And he would never allow anyone to waste food, though food 
was plenty, or to waste water though water was plenty. 

He taught young persons to face life with courage and 
to train their bodies for all types of contingencies. He would walk 
out alone for miles and ride over long distances on horse back. 
Outside the darbar, there used to be lying a huge wooden 
dumb-bell weighing nearly 40 kgs. He would just lift it with 
his own hands, teaching the boys that the body had to be built 
up because situations might arise which required sheer physical 
strength. 

Once, at midnight he began walking away from Bhiria. Four 
gangsters accosted him with axes. The Baba shouted: ‘‘Come for- 
ward, my dear young men,” and he was alone. Hearing such a brave 
answer, the fellows were frightened; and when they recognized 
him, they fell at his feet. 

On another occasion he was going to Tharushah. The way was 
flooded: so he took the canal bank. Some gangsters shouted at him. 
In the first instance he probably did not hear or did not care. The 
gangsters were going to Bhiria. The Baba, without fear of any kind, 
went over to the other side of the canal when the gangsters again 


56 A Life of Instruction 


shouted: “O bania, you are running away.”’ At this point, the Baba 
could not resist replying: ‘‘How come that, gentlemen?’’ One of the 
gangsters raised hisaxe and showed him. The Baba turned and faced 
the gangsters. He had his stick in the left hand and his shoes in the 
other. With almost acrobatic skill, he swiftly caught hold of the 
gangster’s hand, gave him such a twist that the man fell into the 
water; and the axe was in the hands of the Baba! The other gangs- 
ters had barbed sticks and they came forward to attack him. ‘The 
Baba shouted: ‘“‘If you come forward, then you will be finished with 
this axe.”” The gansgters felt frightened and made a request for the 
return of the axe. The Baba said: ‘You think I am sucha damn 
fool. I shall hand over this axe to the police: go and recover it 
from them.’? The gangsters went away. The Baba of course did not 
report to the police but he used to keep the axe as a memento at his 
cottage garden at Tharushah for all men to see and to learn from it. 

The classic example however was when on another occasion, 
he had to face a whole gang. They wanted to tease him so that 
he may lose his temper: then they may attack him. ‘Thus they 
began: ‘Fakir Sahib, you have a magnificent face. Can you tell us 
wherefrom you got this beautiful beard of yours?” 

The Baba controlled his anger and replied: ‘‘My dear fellows, 
you know there have been floods and these floods have also filled up 
your cemeteries. I found long, beautiful beards flowing out. We 
made a selection and pasted on our face, the choicest among 
them.” 

This was how the Master taught his devotees to face situations of 
all kinds, some with courage, some with laughter, but all situations 
with goodwill. 

The Master led a life of disciplined goodness. That was his 
main teaching. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


AFTER THE PASSING AWAY 


AFTER BABA HARIRAM PASSED AWAY IN SIND PAKISTAN IN JUNE 1947, 
practically- all his disciples migrated almost immediately to India. 

Much time has passed since then but Baba Hariram’s disciples 
still feel his presence: a few anecdotes of high credibility are 
presented here. 

It is of course possible that such phenomena are figments of 
imagination but they are nevertheless real in the sense that the men 
and women who have experienced them, have felt them like any 
other happening during the course of their lives. 

For example, my boy Khatu (HJK’s brother) asserts with great 
confidence: ‘“‘Baba is: I have got the proof of it from several expe- 
riences in my life. In 1955 I was transferred from Veeraval to Rajkot 
where I experienced great difficulty in getting a house. The maxi- 
mum period of permissible stay in the government rest house was 15 
days and the period was to expire the next day. I cried out to 
Baba in my dream. He appeared before me saying that I was 
worrying in vain. The next daya man came to the rest house 
inquiring after me. Coming straight to me he asked a straight 
question: ‘Is it you who are in need of a house?’ I naturally felt 
very happy, saw the house in the evening and actually began Hae 
in that house the next day! I lived there for two years, 

“In my dreams I have seen Baba not only once but many times. 
Some times he would give me a tip of one pice: some times I would 
see myself in the form of a little child playing with Baba and he 
would, with great affection, take me up and down. ...” 

Again, in another passage in his book, he makes the same asser- 
tion with equal confidence: “It would not be correct to say that 
Baba was. ‘There is great pleasure in saying that Baba is. Several 
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persons have talked to him face to face. ... Any devotee asks a 
question: he makes a brief answer in his own unique manner. 
... Today also he is not distant and takes care of his devotees. He 
assists them in difficult times and keeps them pleased by showing 
himself, ...” 

Then Khatu goes on to record several of the experiences of the 
devotees after the Master passed away. Jaikishin Gursahani 
of Bombay records that when on the 6th January 1948 there was 
general looting of Hindus at Karachi, he was living in a house in 
the Artillery Maidan. The previous night Baba Hariram had ap- 
peared to him and assured him that his family would be untouched; 
and that is exactly what happened. Allthe neighbouring houses were 
looted but Jaikishin’s family remained undisturbed. | 

After some days, however, a theft occurred in the house of Jai- 
kishin’s Muslim neighbour, who put all the blame on Jaikishin. So, 
the police searched Jaikishin’s house. At this difficult hour, Baba 
Hariram appeared before him and assured him: “Sit as though 
nothing has happened.’ As soon as the police found out the real 
thieves, Jaikishin was left undisturbed. 

Vishindas Awatram Lalwani of Juhu (Bombay) also feels that 
Baba Hariram is always with him. He sees him in his dreams and 
removes his sorrows: ‘“‘Some two years ago, my mind was in great 
distress. I cried out to Baba Hariram that somehow he should re- 
move my worries. At night in a dream the Baba appeared and 
instructed me to recite the Sukhmani and thus get relief. I did so and 
my sorrow disappeared.” 

Baba Shewaram at present incharge of the darbar at Bhilwara 
also records certain experiences: ‘Baba Hariram appeared before 
me in a dream one day saying: ‘Bhai Shewa, why are you depressed? 
Do not fee! confused. Darbar will call darbar. You remain at peace.’ 
This dream was repeated on a number of days, Baba saying the 
same thing over and over again: ‘“‘Do not feel depressed. Darbar 
will call darbar.’ After a few days a woman who had a big house 
where Guru Granth Sahib was kept, sent a message to Baba Shewaram 
‘It will be a good proposition if you shift your darbar to our house;’ 
and this new darbar was near the old darbar. It was accordingly shift- 
ed; the new darbar had 25 rooms where all arrangements could be 
confortably made.”’ 

In 1954, it is said, the darbar experienced something akin to what 
_ has been recorded elsewhere in this book, where a devotee experienced 
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great difficulty in feeding 200 guests when he had made arrangements 
for serving only 50 guests at the time of his daughter’s marriage 
“Do not bother,” the Master had said: ‘“‘Cover up what has been 
cooked and go on removing what you require without looking 
inside;” and everybody was satisfied. 

Similary, the darbar had a problem in feeding many sadhus and 
brahmtns who came in their thousands for the celebration in connec- 
tion with jania ceremony of Bhai Pheru and Bhai Tirath who were 
named as Bhai Gangaram and Bhai Agiaram on the occasion. 
Baba Shewaram was in a difficult situation as food appeared in- 
sufficient for the large crowds present: he did what Baba Hariram 
had advised on the occasion referred to: ‘“‘Cover up all that has 
been cooked and go on removing without looking into;”’ again every- 
body was satisfied. 

Charandas Gursahani has also related quite a few stories of 
what happened after the Master passed away. He says: “In Decem- 
ber 1947, I shifted from Pakistan to India. JI came from Sukkur to 
Karachi and I came to the Karachi Port. A thorough search of 
the entire baggage took place. Every bag was opened mercilessly. 
In one of the bags there was a small sealed box. It contained orna- 
ments and essential documents. When this was seen, an order was 
given to break the seal and open the box. It was brought to the office 
where the officers indicated that all the material inside would be 
confiscated and a receipt given. ‘The work was entrusted to an 
officer and all other officers went away to dotheir jobs. This officer 
appeared to be a man of very tough character. He broke the seal 
and opened the box. At the top of the documents and _ jewellery, 
there was a picture of Baba Hariram. It was a wonderful sight. 
As soon as the officer saw the picture, he bowed before it and _ ins- 
tructed his men and said: ‘Please close this box;’ addressing 
me, he said: ‘You can take away this box without botheration of 
any kind.’ He put his small signature on the box and closed it. I 
asked him: ‘You appeared with great anger and after due delibera- 
tion ordered that this box be opened and the jewellery con- 
fiscated, what explains this change in your attitude?’ The officer 
replied: ‘How do we know that you have taken the shelter of such 
a great saint? If I had known earlier, I would not have searched any 
baggage of yours.” 

Vasumal Valabhdas Khatwani was, in Sind (Pakistan), an accoun- 
tant in the Telegraph Department. He was a devotee of the Master. 
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He writes: ‘‘When I was transferred to Poona, I was unable to get 
a house to live in. I was very miserable. I had also an officer who 
was a very unpleasant type of man. He did not like me. In the office 
I could not spend my days in peace and at home I was depressed 
because of the condition of my family. I felt greatly distressed. 
So I cried out to the Master to help me in the time of trouble. 

“One night Baba Hariram appeared before me in my dream and 
said: ‘Vasu, do not feel depressed. At all times we are available 
for your assistance. You go to the Collector and give him an appli- 
cation. Such and such house is vacant. He will give it to you. 
Your officer will be shortly transferred and all your sorrows will 
disappear.’ Inthe morning I took my application to the Collector, 
who did give me the particular house and my officer was shortly 
transferred.”’ 

In his book At the Feet of the Master, Charandas has related the same 
story, about the looting of the Hindus at Karachi on 6th January 
1948 in which his brother Jaikishin was involved. Charandas’s 
version is worth repeating in the words of Jaikishin himself: “When 
there were terrible riots in Karachi on 6th January 1948, Baba 
Hariram appeared before me the preceding night. In the room in 
which I used to sleep, there was a picture, hanging on the wall, of 
the ten Gurus. Baba Hariram looked at this picture, bowed, prayed 
for a couple of minutes and making a sign with the fingers of his 
left hand, said: ‘Allright, my son, Kishin, you will he happy. Do 
not be depressed. Not a hair of yours will be hurt.’ I folded my hands 
and made a request to Baba to sit down for some milk and drink. 
At that the Baba said: ‘My boy, this is not the time; other devotees 
have also called for us. We also feel their love in our heart; we 
should look after them also.’ 

“In the morning, as soon as I got up, I related the story to my 
family members. I did not know what Baba Hariram could accom- 
plish in reality. I was in my office and my family was at home. 
There was terrible commotion in the whole of Karachi.... At one 
single time throughout the town, the gangsters began their brutal 
doings. Ina few moments, houses after houses were looted and the 
richest reduced to poverty. Whoever was trying to confront them, 
was shot dead. Our house was on the Artillery Maidan on the 
Strachan Road, above the Sahiti Panchayat and Shewa Mandli, on 
the third floor. All the neighbouring houses had been looted and 
our turn was coming. We were in a state of tension but I had com- 
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plete faith in Baba Hariram.... In a moment there was light and a 
military lorry appeared, the gangsters disappeared and our house 
was spared.”’ 

Mithu Wadhwani who has already been mentioned in this book 
was a devotee of Baba Hariram. He suffered from sickness in Pakis- 
tan which, with the blessings of Baba Hariram, had disappeared. 
But it came up again in India, after the Partition. He had a car- 
buncle on his back and the doctors advised an operation which invol- 
ved a risk to life. He was admitted to the St. George Hospital at 
Bombay and the date for operation fixed. 

His mother’s version of the story is as follows: ‘‘When I went in a 
car for the operation of my boy, I prayed to Baba Hariram on the 
way: ‘My dear Sir, you save my Mithu from this calamity; give him 
long life.’ I was seeing that Baba was standing in front of me and as 
the car was going, he was accompanying it on foot: in fact going at a 
faster speed than the car itself and was saying tome: ‘Why are you 
worrying? Is not Babul (Mithu) ours? Have we not taken the respon- 
sibility for his entire care? You remain assured.’ ‘There were other 
family members in the car. I was telling them: ‘Do you see that Baba 
Sahib is going along with our car? Do you not see him in front?’ But 
the others said that they did not have the vision of Baba Hariram. 
Ultimately the car came to the hospital. The Baba disappeared. 
Mithu’s operation was to take place after our arrival. He was taken 
to the operation room. I requested the doctors that they should let 
me see my boy once so that I should inform him about the vision of 
Baba Hariram that I had seen. No doctor was allowing me to go 
into the operation room. At last one doctor felt pity and said that 
I may see him for a couple of minutes: then the operation would 
begin. As soon as I entered the operation room, I saw that Baba 
was sitting by the side of Mithu with his arm in Baba’s hands and 
he was saying to him: ‘Babul, remain undisturbed. Your opera- 
tion will be allright, and we shall for ever remove your sorrows.” 
Mithu also confirmed that he had the vision of Baba Hariram in the 
operation theatre.” 

Many such stories are related. The disciples of Baba Hariram 
are men and women of great faith, and faith is a great factor in 
life. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


THE MAN 


BABA HARIRAM WAS A MAN AMONG MEN; AND IT IS WITH HIS UNIQUE 
qualities as a man that this little book deals with, so that the 
thousands of people who still claim him as the Master, know what 
qualities there are that make a man, a natural leader among _ his 
folks. 

That he was a man of God, is of course certain, and obvious 
enough, to need any test or proof. But that aspect of his personality 
cannot be dealt with, for the very simple reason that it requires a 
man of God to know a man of God; and that none of us is. 

It is as a man that Baba Hariram was remarkable: remarkable 
in every way. He was remarkable because the ‘life force’ was as 
it were bursting through him. His laughter as also his anger were 
really expressions of this ‘life force.’ A sanyast through and through, 
he had a tremendous zest for life, which he imparted to all around 
himself. Unsophisticated, he was nevertheless a man of taste. In all 
that he did, there was a human touch. 

With all that, he was a man of grim determination, grim 
in the sense that he never compromised on the central principle 
of his own personal life that the sanyasi must be at heart totally 
detached: in fact that was the secret of his success with the large 
variety of men and women that came to him, It was because he 
was detached that he was able to use all his resources for the service 
of his disciples, men and women of all kinds who came to the darbar. 
He loved to serve, whether it was the kitchen or the garden, 
even animals and birds; this gave him pleasure more than anything 
else. 

The remarkable thing about him was that as he spoke, he lived: 
there was not a trace of hypocrisy in the man; in fact he hated it 


Baba Hariram : Saint of Sind 63 


as he hated nothing else: it enraged him. 

He was singularly intolerent of all nonsense. On one occasion, 
at the time of ardas, a disciple made a long-winding speech. He 
shouted at him to shut up and close up. 

He believed in the formula that the man who conquers his own 
mind, conquers the world. In fact so much was he in control of his 
own mind that while in response to a call of distress, he would 
literally fly, but he would with equal rapidity fly back, sometimes 
leaving his baggage behind; the job was finished and he was no 
longer needed. 

He was a man of the occasion. Once he was going on horse 
back and he found some sick person being carried. That was what 
moved him, not who the person was. It so happened that the land- 
lord of Dali village had a problem. His sister’s son was serious and 
finding that the hospital was not doing him any good, the boy was 
being carried back. The Baba said: ‘‘Put down the cot,” and asked 
somebody to bring an onion. “Cut the onion in two.’ He took 
out a thin inner wafer and asked the patient to take it, and gave the 
party instructions that every day he should be similarly given a bit of 
onion. The boy got allright. 

He did this for all sorts of people. In the neighbourhood of 
Diwan Pohumal Khattar, there was one Manghirmal who 
eked out his existence through cultivating a bit of land. 
Suddenly, he developed pain in the joints and the poor man’s liveli- 
hood was threatened. Some one advised him to goto Baba Hariram. 
So, he crawled his way to the darbar of Baba Hariram, and without 
making any show, began working in the garden. For quite some 
time he continued working in this way. So the Baba naturally made 
an enquiry as to who this silent type of man was, who was secretly 
coming and doing a bit of work for the darbar. Actually this enquiry 
was made precisely from the man at whose instigation, Manghirmal 
had started doing this work. Baba laughingly said: ‘‘So, this is all 
your mischief. Allright, if he is here, call him.” 

So Manghirmal crawled up to the Baba who said: ‘‘We are 
pleased with you. Now go and take care of your land and feed your 
children. We shall take your pain upon ourselves. Don’t you see, we 
have already bound our knees? But do one thing: every day at 
breakfast take 12 grains Of black pepper with water. ...” Thusa 
common man’s livelihood was saved. 

The Baba taught the common people to rely upon themselves. A 
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gentleman in trouble had gone to him. The Baba had never seen 
him, but the man told Baba the whole story. At that the Baba said: 
“My dear friend, water sometimes falls from heaven but sometimes 
it has to be dug out. ‘Therefore, do not depend upon luck. But 
always go on making your efforts, have love for the Bani with 
shraddha. You must recite the Sukhmani. ‘Then no harm will come 
your way.” 

The Baba made little distinction between one man and another, 
so far as doing good was concerned; and not accepting any return, 
he stood his ground. A man whose actions were reprehensible once 
invited Baba Hariram to his house. The Baba went which led to 
a fulfilment of the man’s desire. But when the man wanted to make 
a cash present to the Master, he refused to take it and asked him to 
distribute it to the girls, that is to say, give it away in charity. 

However, as we have noted in the course of this little book, 
his heart went out particularly to those whom he felt to be in dis- 
tress. Godhumal Bhagia, now of Gopalpuri, relates a story that as a 
boy, when he was in difficulty, he had gone to Baba Hariram not to 
seek any relief but just to pay respect. On arrival, Baba asked him: 
*“Godhu, are you happy?” He replied in the affirmative. The Baba 
asked him a second time and he again said,‘‘yes’’. The Baba shouted 
the third time: “‘Are you happy in a real way?”? Then he came out 
with the truth that his condition was not satisfactory, as his father 
had died, leaving behind large liabilities. He was only 20 years old. 
Baba Hariram’s heart went out: “‘O Godhu, blow out all the bub- 
bles from your mind: we are happy with you. Earn andeat. You 
shall never be in want.’ Such was the Master. 

Of course, he had his lighter side. Once he was staying at the 
factory house of Rewachand Madandas at Bhiria Road Station, as 
he had to take a train for Karachi. He had his bath, and he was 
going to take some cold drink which was being specially prepared. 
The train arrived at the station and Baba’s companion told him 
that the train had already arrived. ‘The Baba said: ‘‘Now sit 
down, where will the train go?’’ Of course, the train waited. 

These are the various aspects—light and serious—of an enormous 
personality, who was ofthis earth and yet not of the earth. He 
belonged to another dimension, that of the spirit and to that, he 
perpetually beaconed his followers as a life of true enjoyment. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


THE LIFE AND TIMES OF BABA HARIRAM 


IN ORDER TO BE ABLE TO APPRECIATE THE ,LIFE AND TEACHINGS OF 
Baba Hariram and absorb what was most significant in his charac- 
ter and personality, a little historical perspective is necessary. 

The British conquered Sind in 1843: with that, Muslim domi- 
nance ended. Large pockets of Muslim influence, however, remained 
but the British policy was to depress the Muslims and to do bits of 
things for the Hindus, according to circumstances. 

But for once an opportunity had arisen in which the Hindus 
could assert themselves, re-establish what religion they could get hold 
of and live a life of reasonable self-respect. And a little prospect 
also opened out, as the country got settled, and some sort of regular 
government emerged. | 

To some extent the Sikh religion had come down along with its 
Gurbani but it could not make headway under Muslim dominance. 
Maharaja Ranjit Singh had tried to extend the Sikh empire upto 
Shikarpur in northern Sind. Streams of Sikh influence also came 
down from Dera Ghazi Khan and Dera Ismail Khan and other 
frontier areas, where Sikh rule had become dominant. 

This was the situation when the hero of this story, later known 
as Baba Hariram, was born in 1869. British rule by the time was 
26 years old, and Muslim rule had become relatively tolerant under 
such rulers as Mir Ali Murad Khan Talpur. 

Curiously speaking, the end of British rule in 1947 and the re- 
sumption of Muslim dominance in Sind coincided with the passing 
away of Baba Hariram at the ripe age of 78. Obviously, men like 
Baba Hariram were concerned mainly withthe moral rehabili- 
tation of Hindu society under conditions which it is difficult for us to 
appreciate: we who live a modern life in post-Partition India, can 
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have little idea of the difficulties and problems of the period with 
which these great sadhus struggled. 

In fact, historically, it would be correct to say that the period 
with which we are dealing is dead beyond revival. 

The devotees of Baba Hariram are naturally anxious because of 
the love of the Master and quite a few other reasons, to perpetuate 
his memory. 

The author of this little book had been persuaded to join this 
game in the hope and belief that an image of the Master would 
emerge which could be widely appreciated in modern times and 
some solace derived amidst the troubles which we now encounter. 

The main purpose of the author, however, has been to bring out 
from the life of Baba Hariram what is fundamental and eternal: 
something of the beauty and strength of life, a fountain at which 
men and women can drink at all times, and feel relaxed, for life is a 
struggle more than ever. 

In that struggle, either we become mundane and go along in the 
muddy current of life, get morally and spiritually lost, till life has 
no more a meaning. 

Or alternatively, to take on from whatever source, we can get, 
whatever springs we can tap, to live a life of inner satisfaction. This 
book has been written with that aim in view: how far it succeeds, 
one can never Say. 

This little history has been given to eliminate whatever was tem- 
porary and of peripheral importance, and to give the rich ripe fruits 
left from the vast store-house that Baba Hariram was. 

So we can go back to 1869 when Baba Hariram was born, as 
the son, by the name of Jiwatram, to Bhai Tanuram, a householder 
who was a realized being, ata place called Bhangu Bahan, at a 
short distance from the princely state of Khairpur Mirs. 

At the age of five, he was sent to school but apparently his mind 
was attracted neither to the school nor to the books. So that 
chapter soon ended. 

Apparently, his father had also to take into account the fact that 
he had donated the boy to Baba Kriparam. 

From available accounts, it appears that in early life he gave 
evidences of a very powerful memory. He showed extraordinary 
devotion to his parents, never indulged in improper behaviour and 
was also singularly devoted to truth. It became apparent that he 
was allergic not only to telling lies but also to hearing them. 
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He took part in games with the children of the village and 
engaged with them particularly in such strenuous physical exercises 
as wrestling and the kushtz. The result was that he built up a pretty 
strong body. This is one of the lessons which he taught through- 
out his life, as we saw in the chapter on ‘Life of Instruction.’ 

Seeing all this, the father began to think that some training for 
the boy was necessary, as the school was out of the question, the boy 
not being interested. So he began giving him religious instruction 
at home. As soon as he would give him a stanza from the Jap Sahib 
to remember, he would catch it quickly and would ask for another 
stanza. Thus, the whole of the fap Sahib became imprinted on_ his 
mind; along with it, a sense of deep devotion for his father 
developed. 

So growing up, he was brought to the Bhiria Darbar for formal 
induction at the age of 9 years, that is around 1878. 

Thereafter it was for Jiwatram a life of continuous and devoted 
service to his Master Baba Kriparam, except for one aberration. 
This was the incident when without informing anybody, he ran 
home for the love of his father, where we have seen he was turned 
back physically but his moral life received from his own spiritually 
realized father, a new sense of direction. This was the beginning 
of his fulfilment, as a man and as a sanyasi. 

Life for him now became a routine, designed to achieve spiritual 
fulfilment. 

Getting up early morning at 3 a.m. he would bow before the 
Master, go to the cow-shed, prepare feed for the cows, give them 
water to drink, collect their dung, make it into dung-cakes and 
thereafter bring all the required water from the well for the use of 
the darbar. 

This was only the beginning of the day: our purpose here is to 
show how Baba Hariram’s life became in itself a life of Perpetual 
Instruction. 

While working with his body, he kept his mind alert for the ab- 
sorption of whatever his Master was saying and to recite the Gurbani. 

Here we record a bit of what the Master was telling him: 
“My dear child, whatever is to be done, should be done with love: 
that is called sadhan. Nobody can become a sadhu without this sadhan. 

“‘Again whoever comes, must be kept pleased and happy: with 
this principle in mind, serve the people, particularly those who 
come to the darbar. Inall ordinary things, perceive their unusual qua- 
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lities. ... You can only feel the sufferings of others, when you see 
difficulties in your own life. ... Then you will get nearer the reality 
of life and the true picture of life will become clearer. ...”’ 

Thus Baba Hariram uptil now known as Bhai Jiwatram develop- 
ed under the care of Baba Kriparam: continuously the Baba taught 
him and blessed him. 

Then the time arrived for him to be initiated: taking an appro- 
priate time, Bhai Jiwatram was made an Udasi (renouncer), and 
renamed as Hariram. 

The relationship between the two grew, and one day he thought 
that the time was opportune to make his final request: ““My Master 
showed me that true path so that I may not be born again and I 
may get out of this succession of birth and death. ‘Living in this 
world and serving the darbar I told the Master, ‘I want to have 
that pleasure which makes life truly fruitful and free from the 
vaccilations of maya’.”’ 

The Master now perceived that the disciple was ready: ““My dear 
child, now begin to see with your inner vision after opening the doors 
of your heart. Pleasure is one vast oceanin which you may die 
but you have to reach a stage where all doors of hope end. You 
have to be externally vigilant so that you may not be submerged 
beneath the waves. ...”’ 

The Master said that the name of God should be constantly 
recited with a full heart and told him the secret whereby he could 
establish himself permanently in this state. Now, with the bless- 
ings of the Master, Baba Hariram set sail on the life of a true sadhu 
and sanyast. 

One thing, however, remained and Baba Hariram as a boy of ex- 
traordinary intellegence knew his deficiency. He had received no 
schooling of any kind except religious instructions on a personal] basis 
from his father Bhai Tanuram and his Master Baba Kriparam. 
This was extremely good but for the type of life he was going to 
lead, all this must be supplemented by formal training in the Shastras. 
He had seen the satsang, being conducted and the Gurbani recited. 
This was very good but not sufficient unless the man who was to 
become the teacher, had himself the necessary background training. 
Then, in his mind arose a desire to acquire the knowledge of the 
Shastras, and he thought that at some appropriate time he would 
take permission from the Master and make a regular study of the 
seven Shastras and of course the Gurbani. 
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But that time was yet to come. In the meanwhile he intensified 
the routine, keeping religiously to the satsang and the recitation of 
the Bani in which he took a full part, reciting, hearing, bringing 
books, keeping them back in place: all these things he used to do 
himself. 

At the same time as we have seen, his ears were alert to the 
teachings of the Master: ‘‘The true sanyasi must, by all possible 
means, eliminate from the mind the roots of sin. It is because these 
elements are there that the man’s mind does not get established in the 
name of the Lord. When a man’s mind gets free from sinful trends, 
then it is attracted towards the name of God. ... In all these, the 
principal enemy is sex. ...’’ All of us hear such stories and teachings 
but it is only a Baba Hariram who gets immediately impressed. The 
moment he heard that sex was the principal difficulty in the way 
of realization, his mind jumped to the conclusion: why not cut it 
out at the root? 

This was 1890 and he was 21 years old; we have seen with 
what grim determination he incised his own sex organ and began 
leading a life of sure and determined brahmachart. 

The Master did not know but soon understood and blessed him 
calling him Haria. The Master said: ‘“My boy, you are truly 
blessed. Blessed are your father and mother who gave you birth. 
Our blessings will always be with you and you will be counted as 
the prime among the brahmacharis.”’ 

Time passed and then came the opportunity to which we have 
referred, the time to acquire knowledge of the Shastras. The per- 
mission of the Master was easily obtained as there was communion 
between the two. 

Baba Hariram first went to the famous pilgrimage place of Sadh 
Bela, near Sukkur. Here, from the sadhus, he studied various reli- 
gious books; at the same time he did not give up his practice of. 
reciting the Gurbani: for that he would go to Sukkur to conduct the 
Satsang. 

After some time, he went to Amritsar where he made a good 
study of Guru Granth Sahib; from Amritsar he went to Haridwar 
where he had his bath in the sacred Ganga, met a number of 
sadhus and came back to the Master. 

After this, he was for all practical purposes established as a 
sadhu, who had all the elements necessary to run the darbar accord- 
ing to his ideas. 
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But he did not give up the routine. He continued serving the 
Master and the darbar as before, with all his body and mind. 

At day break, he would enter what was known as the bhandar. 
He would churn the butter-milk, fill up the jars, light the fire, clean 
the floor and attend to various odds and ends, making preparations 
for feeding the entire darbar with his own hands and all the time 
reciting the Banz. 

When the Master retired for rest, he would pull the punkha (fan) 
and send him off to sleep. In the evening, after the recitation of 
the Bani, he would go back to the cow-shed, milk the cows, get the 
evening meal prepared, feed the entire darbar and thereafter press 
the legs of the Master and put him to sleep. Then alone would he 
take rest: that was his daily routine. 

And in all this there was nothing that he was not prepared to do. 

More time passed, and now Baba Hariram was in a position to 
take over. The Master called him and said: ““My boy, you are 
under the special blessings of the Lord. You are happy from all 
points of view. You have knowledge of this world and that: in both 
you are perfect. Now about this body, it may be there for a few 
days, for death comes like a thief. ‘Take care of all the work of 
this establishment. You know the principle of this darbar: ‘Everyone 
who comes here must be kept pleased and the hearth should always 
be warm.’ ... In a man’s life the main discipline is to keep one’s mind 
full of love for all beings. Sois true happiness obtained. ... Keep 
company with true sadhus, for in their hearts, the flame of divine 
love is always burning. The true sadhu goes counter to the flow of 
the world. The world is engaged in catering to its own desires and 
propensities. The sadhu goes contrary to all this, at the same 
time he loves all beings and wishes them well. 

*“My dear, who is beloved of the Lord, to whom is God attracted: 
to the person who has a clean heart whose thoughts are pure, 
whose tongue never utters anything that is dirty or objectionable, 
whose actions are free from dirt and meanness, whose life is clean 
and blameless, who does not go near the wealth of others and who 
keeps away from falsehood and fraud, and evil company. The 
person in whose heart does not burn the fire of jealousy, who feels 
happy in the happiness of others, who does not engage in carping 
but is within himself free from arrogance, humble in heart and be- 
haviour, and fair to everybody, such is the person with whom the 
Master is in fact infatuated. ...” 
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These teachings went on till practically the last day of Baba 
Kriparam: we have seen how when asked to gift a cow, Baba 
Kriparam told his disciples to take permission of Baba Hariram who 
had with all his usual affection brought up the cow. Even at the 
cost of repetition it is worthwhile quoting the reply of Baba Hariram: 
‘Why ask me?’ Even if you were to put a noose round my neck, and 
gift me away, I shall consider myself greatly blessed. ...”’ 

Then came the end: that was 1904 when Baba Kriparam 
passed away and Baba Hariram came in charge of the darbar at the 
age of 35. 

Now, came the test of keeping the old principles, and at the same 
time, creating a new institution in terms of his own personality. His 
principle was that everyone was to be kept pleased. This must be 
done, but not at the cost of the overriding principle that the principal 
task of the darbar was to help common people in their spiritual fulfil- 
ment. At that time the darbar was mainly engaged in what may be 
called ‘the give and take of life.” It had to cater to the whims and 
fancies of persons on whom the darbar survived. How could a sadhu 
develop a life of the spirit under such circumstances? What could 
he do for the people if he himself was not self-respecting? 

Baba Hariram thought over the whole situation and came to the 
conclusion that to the extent, the customs stood in the way of spiri- 
tual fulfilment, they must be firmly set aside. 

But by now he had grown to be a man of great wisdom, and 
would not do anything without adequate advice and guidance. He 
had developed great intimacy with the sadhus of Thatta and went 
to them for consultation. At that time the man in charge was one 
Saint Kundandas, who was famous in Sind at that time, and both 
the sadhus conferred for two-three weeks. Baba Hariram told him his 
ideas that he was not prepared to compromise in the main task of 
creating a spiritually elevating atmosphere in the area. At that, the 
saint asked him: ‘‘My dear, how much land has the Bhiria Darbar?” 
‘“None whatsoever,” was his reply. 

At that the saint smiled and said: ‘If you are going to change the 
customs of the place and not to be dependent upon gifts and presents, 
the darbar will come to anend. It has to meet its expenses, and only 
the produce of land can face the volume of expenditure you have in 
mind. If you have your own grain, you will not have to beg it from 
anybody. Much appears to be written in your destiny: go and acquire 
land.” 
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Then began a process by which Baba Hariram began acquiring 
lands in the name of the darbar till by 1947 it had an estate of 
Rs. six lakhs. 

Shortly after returning from ‘Thatta he purchased in 1906 a plot 
of land from Diwan Daulatram Dayaram Kewalramani for 
a sum of Rs. 600. ‘This land he put under fodder for the cows, and 
vegetables for the darbar, and he got a well dug up for the purpose. 
He put this land under one Bhai Jairam: “Go and cultivate this 
land and serve the darbar.”’ 

Obviously, the idea was not to live a life of luxury but to create a 
situation in which without begging or asking, the darbar could feed 
anybody who came along, and thus establish a situation of true 
understanding with the people. Then alone would the people feel that 
the darbar was a place for developing a true spiritual life; otherwise 
they would imagine that the sadhus of the darbar were their servants 
and they would begin to command them for this and _ that. 

Baba Hariram was determined to put a stop to all these old 
practices: “Why shoiild we live in fear of the people? What can 
they do for us? What have they got? They have of course the 
wealth of the world but from that no true satisfaction or happiness 
can be obtained. Why cannot we show to the people where true 
spiritual happiness can be acquired ...?” 

Up to the time of Baba Kriparam the practice of the Bhiria 
Darbar was to send to various households, quite a few things parti- 

cularly, karrah prasad. Baba Hariram stopped all these practices. The 
sole function of the darbar was to conduct the satsang with true spiri- 
tual fervour, and in the course of things, the Baba tried to make the 
people understand the true meaning of his mission and what he 
wanted the darbar to become: “‘“My dear folks, you donate some 
fixed sums to the darbar and you want something in return, in terms 
of bhang, tobacco, etc. From this you can get no true spiritual happi- 
ness. We do not want your donations. From all these things no 
true knowledge is gained.”’ 

Such teachings were very bitter in the beginning but the Baba 
was a determined sadhu: in fact he made a unique demonstration of 
his determination. ‘There were probably certain written agreements 
by which the darbar was to do this or that for the people and the 
people were to make certain-payments or gifts to the darbar. The 
Baba ordered that all these dundies (account books) be thrown into 
the Imam Ali Canal, and that should be the end of it all. 
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He also ordered, for reasons which we have analyzed elsewhere, 
that “no woman was to enter the darbar; only men who in the strug- 
gle of the world needed spiritual solace; for women, the home 
was the temple... At no time whether at the time of the saisang, 
before or after, no girl or woman, not even an old woman, should 
put her foot inside the darbar ...”’ 

It was of course difficult going at the beginning but having 
acquired land, the darbar survived. And the Baba continued his teach- 
ings in a very determined manner: ‘“‘It is better to die than to beg.”’ 

If life was difficult, the Baba did not care. For quite sometime 
the darbar was living on things such as millet and onions, but still with 
self-respect. ‘The Baba continued to practise the philosophy that he 
preached. 

After some time, by the side of the Imam Ali Canal, near the 
cremation ground, the Baba acquired two plots of land, nearly 1} 
acres. This land had an abandoned well. He bought this land for 
Rs. 700 from Diwan Nebhandas Shahani of Tharushah. He got the 
well put into order, made it flow, got the land cleared of rubble and 
planted fruit trees inone plot, fodder and vegetables in the other. 

He himself would work like any peasant-cultivator. Soon it be- 
came a prosperous garden land, and a rich source of produce and 
revenue for the darbar. 

Thereafter he went on acquiring more and more land near Tha- 
rushah and Bhiria and inthe village of Chanhee. Also he bought for 
the darbar several shops and buildings and accumulated large herds 
of cattle; he made it his personal obligation to see that rich fodder 
was grown for the cattle. We have already noticed how all this 
became the devoted care of Bhai Jairam. 

Thus the work of the darbar went on according to established 
principles and in the fufilment of what Baba Hariram considered 
the true objectives of the darbar of which we have given an idea in 
other chapters of this book. 

This went on till we approach the end in 1947. By that time the 
communal atmosphere in Sind had become poisoned; and the Baba 
felt that it was time to go. The Partition plan was announced on the 
3rd of June 1947, and shortly thereafter the Master passed away 
being determined not to see Pakistan and at the same time not to 
leave his beloved province of Sind, for that was his karmabhumt, 
wh--2 he had worked and established some sort of a decent society 
on a moral and religious base. 
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Darbar 


GLOSSARY 


God’s name in Islam. 


Prayer with which a recitation of Guru Granth 
Sahib ends. 


A place where a holy man resides and preaches 
his philosophy; in ancient times, secluded hut- 
ment of a Hindu ascetic. 


Appelation for a holy man, usually the top man 
in a religious organization. 

Sayings of a holy person, written in ‘poetic form; 
in the text, same as Guru Granth Sahib. 

Hindu caste of traders; sometimes used’ by Mus- 
lims as a word of contempt for Hindus, as on 
page 56 of the text. 

Books of account. 

Holy book of the Hindus, detailing the life and 
philosophy of Lord Krishna, against the general . 
background of Hindu mythology. 


Literally, brother; in the text, an appelation for 


a holy man before he becomes a Baba. 


A store-house. 


An intoxicating decoction prepared eons hemp 
leaves. 


Man, who has renounced sex. 

A Hindu of the highest caste, traditionally 
assigned to priesthood. 

A bag of cloth, usually carried by itinerant 
monks. 
Presence of a holy person. 
Literally, a royal court; in Sind, connoted a 
place, where a holy man resided, held discourses 
on religious topics, organized recitations from 
holy books, such as the Guru Granth Sahib; in the 
text, usually refers to the place, where Baba 
Hariram presided at Bhiria, Sind, Pakistan; also 
the place,where his successor presides at Bhilwara, 


Baba Hariram : Saint of Sind 1D 


Rajasthan, India; normally, the equivalent of 
Gurudwara, temple of the Sikhs. 


Dharamsala : Rest house, usually for pilgrims or tourists, nor- 
mally operated as a religious charity. 


Dhoti : A loose garment, loin cloth worn generally by 
men, particularly Hindus. 


Diwan : Appelation for a man of the elite class in Sind. 


Fakir : Literally, a beggar or destitute; in the text, 
renouncer, holy man, ascetic, etc. 


Gaddi : Literally, a seat, more particularly, a seat of 
honour; usually, connotes the status of the top 
man in a religious organization. 


Ghee : Clarified butter. 

Gurbani : Same as Bani. 

Guru : A spiritual guide in Hinduism. 

Gurudeva : Literally, combination of Guru and god, in the 


text, refers to the position of husband vis-a-vis 
wife, according to Baba Hariram. 


Guru Granth Sahib : The holy book of the Sikhs. 


Hakeem : Doctor of medicine in a system, usually known in 
India, as Unanit (Greek). 


Hare Ram : Usually, a greeting in the name of Hindu god, 
Rama. 

Jap Sahib : A part of Guru Granth Sahib. 

Finns : Spirits, ghosts, etc. 

Kahir : A strong word in Sindhi, signifying something 


’ akin to disaster. 


Kaliyuga : Thecurrent epoch in Hindu mythology, popular- 
ly associated with growing evil of all kinds. 


Kamkanchan : A word frequently used by Sri Ramakrishna 
Paramahansa (see the Gospel of Ramakrishna by 
Mahendra Nath Gupta), signifying the power of 
sex and money in human affairs, literally mean- 
ing lust and gold. 


Kanah prasad : See Karrah prasad. 


Karambhumi : The land, where a great person performs great 
actions; in the context, Sind. ; 
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Karrah prasad 


Katha 


Khaddar 
Kushti 
Mahant 
Maharaj 


Mantra 


Maya 
Mahayagya 
Master 


Multani mud paste 


Panchayat 


Patel 
Pir 
Prasad 


Pulau 


Glossary 


A sweet prepared in ghee with wheat flour, dis- 
tributed usually after Ardas in a recitation of the 
Bani, considered as an offering to the Guru Granth 
Sahib, and taken as a sacrament. The Sindhis 
pronounce it as kanah prasad, but usually called 
as karrah prasad in gurudwaras, the temples of the 
Sikhs. 

A sort of commentary by a holy person on a 
selection from a scripture; in the text, refers to a 
talk before a congregation, on certain stanzas 
from the Guru Granth Sahib. 

Hand-spun and hand-woven cloth. 

Wrestling, Indian style. 

Senior priest in charge of a temple. 

Old style in which kings used to be addressed; in 
the text, an appelation for a holy man of high 
status. 

A select (and usually confidential) word, phrase, 
sentence or quotation from a scripture, given by 
a holy man to a disciple to remember, as a sort of 
incantation or prescription for mental health or 
spiritual advancement; a mystical formula of 
invocation in Hinduism. 

The material world of sense-objects held in 
Vedanta as illusory, concealing the reality of the 
world of the spirit. 


The Great Sacrifice. 


Guru or Baba; in the text, referes to Baba Hari- 
ram or any one of his predecessors. 

A soft, yellow stone of which a paste is made for 
smearing the body before bath; it has a cooling 
effect. 

Ancient village community institution (a sort of 
forum) based on the will of the common people, 
and run by a select group (usually, five) of good 
and wise persons, enjoying complete confidence 
of the village folk. ‘ 

Village headman in western India. 

A holy man in a Muslim community. 

Residue distributed to devotees from the offering 
to a deity or holy person. 

A delicacy prepared from rice, fried in ghee. 


Rahras 
Ramlila 


Rasalo 
Sadhan 
Sadhu 


Saeen 
Sahib 
Saheb 


Sanyasi 


Sahiti 


Sat Nam 


Sat sang 


Sayad 


Shradha 
Shraddha 


Shiva’s Bag 
Sloka 


Sufi 
Sukha 


Sukhmani 


Tonga 
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A part of Guru Granth Sahib. 
Literally, the play of god Rama; in the text, sex. 


A collection of the works of a poet; in the text, 
refers to the Rasalo of Shah Abdul Latif, the 
greatest sufi poet of Sind, Pakistan. 


Disciplined and devoted performance of duty. 


One, who does sadhan; in the text, a holy person, 
a renouncer. 


Sir, 
See Saheb. 


Literally, boss; usually, an address of respect to 
a person of status or piety. 


Literally, a person who has formally renounced 
all material ties and put on saffron-coloured gar- 
ments, as a religious mark of renunciation; usual- 
ly, a sadhu. 

The region centering on Bhiria-Tharushah-Kan- 
diaro on the left bank of the Indus in Sind, 
Pakistan; the refugees from Sahiti still call them- 
selves by this name. 

Literally, the True Name, meaning God in Sikh- 
ism, 

A religious gathering where recitation is done 
from a scripture; in the text, usually, from the 
Guru Granth Sahib. 

A man of high religious and social status among 
Muslims. 

See Shraddha. 

An attitude of mind, characterized by love, devo- 
tion and faith. 

The Hindu god, Shiva, is credited to be in pos- 
session of a bag from which he can draw anything 
for anybody upto any extent. 


Stanza from a Hindu or Sikh scripture. 
Usually, a mystic. 


A residue of bhang, mixed with large quantities 
of sweetened water, kept in large earthen jars, 
outside Hindu temples in Sind, for distribution 
among common folks, as a soothing drink. 


A part of Guru Granth Sahib. 


One-horse carriage. 
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Udasi 


Vachan 


Wahaguru 


Kamindar 


Glossary 


Literally, a person who has despaired of the mate- 
rial world; in the text,’a renouncer; also the name 
of a sect to which Baba MHariram belonged, 
tracing descent from Baba Sri Chand, son of Guru 
Nanak. 


A random selection from any scripture; in the 
text, Guru Granth Sahib. 
Literally, blessed be the guru; idiomatically, in 
the name of the guru, particularly Guru Granth 
Sahib, or Guru Nanak. 


Landlord (owner of agricultural land). 
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In this book, Prof. D.H. Butani, the distinguished 
scholar, economist and author, tells the absorbing story 

of the life and times of Baba Hariram, as an integral 
part of the social and cultural history of Sind: how the 
Baba absorbed the poetry and philosophy of Guru Granth 
Sahib into a pattern of his own life, making it a ‘life of © 
instruction’ for the common folks, at the same time, en- — 
livening and enriching their lives, exercising a civilizing 
and elevating influence in his place and time. 

The main purpose of the author, however, has been to 


bring out from the life of Baba Hariram what is funda- 


mental and eternal: something of the beauty and 
strength of life, a fountain at which men and women 
can drink at all times, and feel relaxed, for life is a 
struggle more than ever. 

In that struggle, either we become mundane and go 
along in the muddy current of life, get morally and _ y 
spiritually lost, till life has no more a meaning. ye 
Or alternatively, to take on from whatever source, we 

can get, whatever ee we can tap, to live a life of 
inner satisfaction . . " 

This little histoire seeks to eliminate iiaeen was 
temporary and of peripheral importance, and to give the _ 

rich ripe fruits left from the vast storehouse that Baba 
Hariram was . amen 
‘Mr. Butani oe done a splendid job of telling th this story 


rt clear yet effective style, bringing Baba Soak a 


saint of Sind, to live and move among us over again .. 


(Prof. A.K. Jiandani) > | * 
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